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A  drop  of  shit  falls  from  the  sky  and  lands  in  front  of  the  palace.  The  holy  shit 
keeps  growing  and  the  powers  that  be  are  disturbed  when  it  cannot  be  re- 
moved by  foreign  talents.  The  shit  does  not  stink,  emits  heavenly  fragrance 
and  appears  in  different  colours  to  different  ethnicities  who  inhale  or  ingest  it. 
The  public  starts  to  believe  in  the  healing  powers  of  the  shit.  The  Emperor,  who 
is  on  his  deathbed  is  worried  about  the  rise  of  an  alternative  voice  and  so  bans 
shit.  Meanwhile,  the  shit  floods  the  palace  and  the  Emperor  summons  an  in- 
vestigator to  find  out  the  truth  about  shit.  The  investigator  interviews  the  public, 
deconstructs  the  shit  and  reports  his  findings  to  the  Emperor.  The  Emperor's 
royal  clowns  shitstorm  the  investigator's  feedback  from  the  shitroots  and  find  a 
shitsolution  to  solve  the  shitriddle.  But  their  shittysolution  becomes  another 
new  shittyproblem  and  to  resolve  it  they  invite  the  people  to  shitlogue.  On 
hearing  that  the  shit  was  his,  the  Emperor  drops  dead.  The  royal  artist  is  com- 
missioned to  sculpt  the  dead  Emperor's  image  using  the  shit.  Emperor  Shit's 
statue  is  opened  for  public  view.  But  the  statue  starts  shitting  on  the  first  death 
anniversary  of  the  Emperor. 


[P  sits  in  the  centre  of  a  Mandala  created  with  newspapers 
placed  in  four  directions.  He  chants  the  word  P  and  goes  into 
a  shamanic  trance.] 

In  the  beginning  there  was  nothing  but  shit.  Just  shit.  Only 
shit.  Shit  was  silent.  Shit  was  roaming  free  for  eons.  And  then 
shit  boiled  and  burst  into  a  spectrum  of  small  shits.  And  every 
small  shit  interpreted  and  fragmented  the  wholesome  shit  ac- 
cording to  its  hallucinations  and  made  it  its  personal  shit.  And 
so  shit  lost  its  freedom  and  became  the  holyshit  frozen  in  books 
and  icons. 

You  and  I  are  sperm-meets-egg  conception.  Holyshit  is  spirit- 
meet-intellect  constipation.  When  one  group  cannot  defecate, 
it  tries  to  give  holy-enema  to  convert  another  group  and  vice- 
versa,  and  the  whole  place  stinks  with  religious  fart.  Can 
holyshit  shit?  Yes.  Our  ancestors  considered  gold  as  the  shit 
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of  their  holyshits  and  killed  each  other  for  it.  The  battle  still 
continues  in  the  global  share  markets.  But  you  see,  there  is  a 
bigger  shit  than  all  these  holyshits  put  together. 

[P  mimes  defecation  and  then  wipes  his  posterior  with  the 
newspapers] North!  East!  West!  South!  NEWS.  The  mediashit! 
It  has  the  power  to  ignite  hell  out  of  heaven  and  paint  heaven 
out  of  hell. 

[To  the  audience]  What?  You  are  a  reporter?  You  will  carica- 
ture me  as  one  digesting  our  national  newspapers  and  ex- 
creting shit?  You  mean  you  will  get  the  powers-that-be  to  sue 
me  for  defamation  and  make  me  bankrupt?  Oh!  Please! 
Please!  Don't  do  that.  I  am  also  a  government  spook  like  you. 
I  am  from  the  internal  shit  department.  I  can  detain  you  with- 
out trial  and  inject  shit  into  your  brain  daily.  Oh  you  are  afraid 
of  shit?  Good.  You  better!  And  this  goes  for  all  of  you  too. 
Who  do  you  think  you  are?  You  are  all  ordinary  shits  in  this 
system  run  by  a  more  shitty  powers-that-be.  So  shut  your  holes 
. . .  both  top  and  bottom  and  listen  to  my  tale  of  shit  you  bloody 
shits.  Oh!  You  don't  like  to  be  called  bloody  ...  okay  then  ... 
shifting  cloudy  shits. 

My  mother  was  pregnant.  Being  a  fat  woman,  she  used  to  eat 
a  lot  during  her  pregnancy  and  bomb  the  toilet  with  big  long 
fat  shit.  She  got  constipated  and  went  to  toilet.  While  she  was 
forcing  out  her  shit  I  plopped  out  and  fell  into  the  toilet  smack 
on  her  comforting  maternal  shit.  I  was  silent  and  it  appeared 
that  I  was  enjoying  the  warmth  of  my  mummy's  shit  and  the 
following  golden  shower.  My  mother  had  screamed  'P'  instead 
of  'BABY'  and  so  I  was  named  P. 

Hello!  I  am  P.  It  is  my  pleasure  to  meet  you.  P  means  shit. 
Excrement,  excreta,  feces,  human  waste.  Everyone  started 
calling  me  P.  You  are  so  cute  P.  Look  at  P's  P.  One  who  shits 
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so  much  will  become  a  genius.  How  are  you  P?  Hi  P!  Excuse 
me  P!  Can  I  help  you  P?  Give  me  a  word  that  starts  with  the 
letter  P.  P,  attention!  I  like  P.  I  love  you  P.  Don't  ever  look  down 
on  shit.  I  mean  shit  is  important.  If  you  don't  shit,  shit  will  kill 
you.  Shit  is  a  powerful  assassin.  Do  you  know?  The  power  of 
a  person  is  said  to  be  in  his  excrement.  Our  ancestors  buried 
their  shit  to  ward  off  evil  spirits.  The  shit  and  urine  of  higher 
Tibetan  lamas  are  processed  into  pills  and  offered  for  sale  as 
medicines.  But  you  have  to  be  careful  when  you  eat  shit.  Over 
50  infections  can  be  transferred  to  humans  via  shit. 

Whether  you  squat  as  an  easterner  or  sit  as  a  westerner  the 
end  result  is  shit.  Whether  you  wash  with  water  or  wipe  with 
stone,  sand,  leaf,  rags  or  paper,  it  is  mandated  by  your  tradi- 
tion and  religion.  The  East  recognised  the  nutrient  value  of 
'night  soil'  as  fertilizer  for  agriculture  and  recycled  shit  into 
crop  land.  The  West  found  shit  abhorrent  and  had  ambiguous 
feelings  about  shit.  Was  it  valuable  fertilizer  or  was  it  a  nasty 
and  embarrassing  problem  to  get  rid  of?  But  today  both  East 
and  West  have  renamed  shit,  the  toxic  sludge  as  biosolids 
and  sell  it  to  us  as  packaged  fertilizer. 

Shit  is  very  post-modern  you  know.  It  is  unfinalizable.  It  changes 
all  the  time  in  shape,  colour  and  smell.  We  don't  even  bother 
to  scrutinize  our  shit  when  shitting  but  think  that  we  under- 
stand our  shit  by  closing  our  nostrils  to  label  it  as  shit.  [To  the 
audience]  Hey!  What  was  the  color  of  your  shit  yesterday? 
Don't  know?  That's  why  your  individual  shit  has  no  right  or 
identity  of  its  own  until  it  is  influenced  by  others'  shit  in  the 
sewage  pipes  in  their  marathon  run  to  the  septic  tank  to  be- 
come sludge.  Self  and  others  dissolve  in  shit  and  so  none  of 
us  can  be  isolated  unless  we  are  anal  retentive. 

Shit  has  many  voices.  It  is  a  true  representation  of  polyphony. 
Have  you  ever  thought  of  recording  the  new-age  music  you 
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produce  in  the  toilet  before  shitting?  You  could  collect  the  sound 
bites  of  shitting  performed  by  different  races  and  sell  it  as  a 
remix  to  the  proletariat.  Or  notate  it  and  conduct  a  symphony 
for  the  bourgeoisie.  Or  finally  declare  it  as  the  new  national 
anthem  to  dispense  instant  patriotism  to  the  sub-altern  mass 
which  would  thump  its  left  breast  with  the  right  fist  to  mime 
badly  written  lyrics  at  a  carnival,  the  national  day.  Therefore 
all  of  us  must  shit  to  define  our  nationhood.  We  are  many,  but 
ONE  in  shit. 

Do  you  know  that  shitting  and  holding  shit  is  actually  an  expe- 
rience through  which  we  really  get  a  chance  to  produce  some- 
thing and  control  that  production?  That's  why  when  we  grow 
older,  our  production  of  money  is  similar.  When  we  dream  of 
shit,  it  means  money  is  coming.  Your  anus  is  abundant  with 
nerve  endings  like  the  nipple,  mouth  and  genitals.  When  you 
shit  it  releases  opiates  in  the  pleasure  centre  of  your  brain.  So 
you  must  dream  on  to  re-invent  and  keep  your  shithole  busy  if 
want  our  economy  to  grow.  This  is  the  motto  of  our  Emperor. 

Oops!  I  forgot  about  our  Emperor.  You  know?  The  Emperor 
gave  me  a  task.  I  was  asked  to  investigate  the  national  shit.  A 
drop  of  shit  fell  from  the  sky  and  landed  outside  the  Emperor's 
palace  on  his  last  birthday.  The  Emperor  was  furious.  He  had 
always  forbidden  shitting  in  the  palace.  He  was  puzzled.  Did 
the  constitutional  shit  he  was  fabricating  seep  out  of  his  pal- 
ace without  his  approval? 

He  ordered  all  the  elected  and  nominated  eunuchs  of  his  pal- 
ace to  spread  open  their  backside  for  inspection.  He  person- 
ally sniffed  and  checked  every  royal  eunuch's  shithole  to  catch 
the  culprit.  But  the  eunuchs  who  had  been  sodomised  by  the 
Emperor's  neo-democratic  political  rantings  daily  had  forgot- 
ten the  art  of  shitting.  They  dare  not  dream  of  hatching  clan- 
destine operations  against  the  Emperor  and  were  only  condi- 
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tloned  to  shit  promises  and  warnings  through  their  mouths 
during  pre-election  walkabouts.  The  eunuchs  could  not  be  in- 
criminated. It  was  traumatic  for  the  Emperor.  He  could  not 
find  a  scapegoat  to  castrate  and  project  his  power.  So  he  went 
to  break  wind  at  the  golf  course  reclaimed  from  the  sea. 

When  I  arrived  at  the  scene  of  crime,  I  was  taken  aback.  The 
shit  was  alive.  It  was  growing  into  a  hill  and  adorned  the  fa- 
cade of  the  palace.  Bloody  democratic  shit!  It  could  not  be 
controlled.  The  people  were  queuing  up  to  collect  shit  as  sou- 
venir. They  were  quibbling  over  the  quality,  quantity  and  sanc- 
tity of  the  Emperor's  shit.  Yes.  They  called  it  the  Emperor's 
shit.  Being  spittoons  that  had  always  looked  up  to  receive  the 
piss  and  sputum  of  the  Emperor  from  cradle  to  grave,  they 
were  not  concerned  about  the  shit's  subversive  nature.  To 
them,  the  shit  was  a  gift  from  heaven.  To  the  Emperor's  con- 
sternation, the  shit  was  guerilla  warfare  from  the  opposition.  I 
met  the  Emperor  at  the  golf  course.  He  was  swinging  his  club 
at  the  grasshoppers.  "Hey  don't  shit  on  my  grass.  This  is  my 
golf-course.  Only  I  can  shit  here.  I  will  not  share  my  turf  with 
you." 

"I  have  shaped  this  country  from  shit.  I  have  disposed  all  op- 
posing shit.  I  have  made  shit  work.  It  is  a  miracle  acknowl- 
edged by  the  whole  world.  And  now,  who  has  the  guts  to  give 
me  shit?  What  is  this  shit  doing  in  front  of  the  palace?  Who 
threw  it?  Is  it  a  sign  of  dissent  from  the  idiotic  subjects  who 
are  shit-scared  of  me?  I  am  the  Emperor.  I  secreted  this  na- 
tion. I  have  every  right  to  know  about  every  shit  in  this  country. 
Come  on!  What  did  you  find  out?  Give  me  the  shit  P." 

"Emperor ...  It  looks  like  shit.  But  it  is  not  shit.  Our  foreign- 
talent  scientists  conducted  genotyping  of  that  shit  for  extrac- 
tion and  amplification  of  DNA  to  trace  the  shit  back  to  its  ex- 
tractor. But  it  has  no  genetic-code.  No  smell.  No  permanent 
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colour.  The  colours  keep  changing.  It  is  not  fossilized  shit ...  I 
mean  Corprolite,  and  the  Corprolite  analysis  did  not  reveal 
anything  about  its  origin  or  history." 

"Shit!" 

"Emperor,  may  be  some  alien  had  a  wine  or  coffee  enema  in 
space  and  it  landed  outside  our  palace?" 

"Shit!" 

"It  is  not  gender  specific  shit.  Not  male,  female,  gay  or 
transgender  shit.  When  rebels  and  freedom  fighters  were  hung 
by  our  former  colonial  masters  they  emitted  a  stream  of  shit 
from  their  anus.  So  I  checked  with  our  neo-colonial  academ- 
ics and  they  confirmed  that  it  is  not  a  post-colonial  shit  either." 

"Shit!" 

"Emperor!  I  don't  know  who  is  precipitating  this  shit.  But  it  is 
being  generated  with  an  unscrupulous  and  sinister  design  to 
achieve  the  nefarious  purpose  to  expose  us  as  true  shit.  Shit! 
What  am  I  saying?  My  rhetoric  is  becoming  shit?" 

"P!  You  are  supposed  to  be  a  solid  stool.  But  you  are  becom- 
ing a  diaper  full  of  diarrhoea.  Let  me  tell  you  my  gem  of  a 
bogeyman  story.  I  have  often  used  it  at  many  election  rallies 
to  shake  and  shape  our  backboneless  masses  to  vote  for  my 
loyal  eunuchs.  And  it  has  always  worked.  Now,  listen  carefully 
P.  You  will  learn  something  from  it. 

There  were  two  close  friends.  After  they  died,  one  was  reborn 
as  a  god  while  the  other  was  born  as  a  maggot  in  a  pit  of  shit. 
The  god  was  endowed  with  magic  powers.  He  wanted  to  meet 
his  friend  from  the  past  life.  He  materialized  at  the  shit  pit  and 
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his  friend  recognised  him.  They  were  overjoyed  at  meeting 
again. 

The  maggot  asked  the  god,  'So  what's  it  like  where  you  were 
reborn?' 

The  god  said,  'It's  cool!  Nothing  but  pure  enjoyment!  Every- 
thing is  clean  and  delightful.  Whatever  you  wish  for,  it  appears 
instantly.  I  hope  you  can  join  me. ' 

But  the  maggot  started  crying,  because  he  pitied  his  friend. 
'Listen, '  he  said.  'Life  is  so  much  fun  right  here.  I  play  all  day  in 
this  shit.  I  don't  even  have  to  wish  for  what  I  want  to  appear, 
because  it's  all  right  here  in  this  shit  You  really  ought  to  stay 
and  enjoy  this  brilliant  shit.  Shit  is  enlightenment.  Come!  Eat 
shit!' 

P!  Do  you  want  to  be  a  god  and  enjoy  the  first  world  standard 
of  living  or  rot  in  delusion  as  a  third  world  maggot  in  shit?  The 
opposition  is  a  maggot.  It  can  never  change  anything.  It  can 
only  change  its  floating  postures  in  its  hocus-pocus  shit-mani- 
festo. I  suspect  one  of  the  maggots  must  have  the  backing 
and  funding  from  some  foreign  source  to  create  the  shit  out- 
side the  palace  to  overthrow  me.  Shit!  Never! 

P!  I  will  detain  the  maggot  without  trial.  I  will  interrogate  the 
maggot.  I  will  deprive  it  of  sleep.  I  will  force  the  maggot  to  sign 
a  confession  to  admit  what  it  did  not  do.  And  if  all  these  fail,  I 
will  deport  the  maggot  forever  to  die  in  exile  and  announce 
that  he  ran  away  in  shame.  What  do  you  think  P?  " 

"Emperor!  If  those  who  oppose  you  are  maggots  from  hell, 
then  you  must  be  our  heavenly  god  right?  You  will  ensure  that 
all  your  subjects  will  have  enough  cash  in  deathsave  special 
account  for  their  burial  or  cremation,  right?  Brilliant!  Long  shit 
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the  Emperor."  [P  kneels  and  pays  obeisance.] 

"Yes  P!  I  am  the  Emperor  of  the  Middle  ...  no  Riddle  King- 
dom. I  am  now  ordering  you  to  activate  our  shitroot  commit- 
tees to  gather  feedback  from  the  shitsociety  to  find  a 
shitsolution  to  solve  the  shitriddle  that  is  shitting  outside  my 
palace.  Hurry  P  hurry!  I  have  to  eat  less  and  live  longer  to  shit 
more  to  increase  the  national  reserves  to  consolidate  my  dy- 
nasty. [Screams]  But  before  that,  I  must  know  whose  shit  is 
that  shit?  Check  this  out  P.  [Emperor  sings  and  performs  the 
shit-dance]  Shit  shit  shit!  I  don't  take  shit!  Shit  shit  shit!  I  only 
give  shit!  Shit  shit  shit!  Because  ...  I  shit  therefore  I  am  . . .  shit 
shit  shit  ...full  of  bullshit." 

The  Emperor  went  into  his  offbeat  orbit  of  shit  and  I  was  in- 
stinctively compelled  to  go  out  and  dig  shit.  I  gathered,  fil- 
tered, vetted,  censored  and  then  forwarded  the  vox-pops  to 
the  Emperor.  He  listened  to  the  soundbites  of  the  interviews  I 
conducted: 

"Holy  shit!  It  looks  like  a  pig.  It  is  the  symbol  of  our  greed." 

"Holy  shit!  It  looks  like  a  water-buffalo.  It  is  the  image  our  lazi- 
ness." 

"Holy  shit!  It  looks  like  a  pariah-dog.  It  is  the  totem  of  our 
slavish  spirit." 

"Those  who  believe  in  this  new  shit-testament,  except  ours 
will  burn  in  hell  in  a  sea  of  shit." 

"We  should  build  a  vomiting-wall  made  of  bricks  from  this 
holyshit  and  throw-up  our  theological  shit  on  it  and  cry  for  the 
annihilation  of  those  we  oppress." 
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"Make  stones  out  of  this  holyshit  and  throw  at  those  who  call 
us  fundamentalists  and  fanatics. 

"This  is  the  dragon-king's  shit  from  heaven.  Can  sell  shit  as 
brain-food,  fertility  pills,  aphrodisiac  to  increase  our  dwindling 
race,  the  majority" 

"You  must  be  showered  in  holyshit  to  become  a  born-again 
shit  to  win  a  passport  to  heaven. 

"This  Corprolite  reveals  under  our  scientific  gaze  that  it  is  the 
last  shit  of  a  blasphemous  mendicant  who  was  crucified  for 
keeping  long-hair  and  turning  shit  into  chocolate  for  the 
masses.  Can  one  who  claims  to  be  a  member-of-heaven  re- 
ally shit? 

"We  found  this  Corprolite  while  drilling  for  fuel  in  the  desert.  It 
could  be  the  new  messiah.  We  could  use  this  shit  as  RDX  to 
blow  up  the  non-believers  and  hit  the  jackpot  to  heaven." 

"The  priest  will  make  a  string  from  the  holyshit  to  do  shit-cer- 
emony to  make  us  twice-born  highcaste  shits  and  give  holyshit 
as  sacred  offering  to  the  idol-worshippers." 

"This  is  the  shit  that  came  out  when  the  fair-skinned  gods  and 
dark-skinned  demons  churned  the  milky-ocean  for  holyshit. 
The  gods  drank  the  shit  and  became  even  fairer  and  smelled 
better.  The  gods  had  hidden  the  shit  from  the  demons  lest 
they  digest  it  and  become  fair-skinned.  Now  we  can  market 
this  holyshit  to  make  the  dark-skinned  'fair  and  lovely'  after  all 
these  centuries." 

"Do  you  know  that  after  shitting,  we,  the  fair-skinned  used  to 
end  the  ritual  by  rinsing  the  mouth  eight  times  with  water, 
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whereas  the  dark-skinned  used  shit  as  nightsoil." 

"Whatever  comes  from  the  heaven  is  holyshit  and  we  want  to 
transform  this  shit  into  a  mesmerizing  cube  and  force  people 
to  go  around  it  to  solve  the  riddle  and  get  stoned  for  free." 

"All  the  ethnic  groups  were  allowed  to  visit  the  holyshit.  Some 
stoned  the  shit  and  called  it  evil.  Some  stole  the  shit  to  fertilise 
plants  at  home.  Some  garlanded  the  shit  and  took  it  home  to. 
mix  it  with  water  and  sprinkle  their  homes  for  holy  cleansing." 

"The  minority  is  shit.  So  make  it  a  security  dog  to  guard  the 
holyshit.  Minorities  with  IT  knowledge,  especially  expatriate 
shits  are  born  to  guard  shit." 

"Shit  is  only  a  perception.  It  is  only  your  mind.  There  is  shit 
when  we,  the  real  shit,  perceive  shit  as  shit.  When  you  shit 
and  see  shit,  you  become  the  microshit  of  a  universal 
macroshit.  So  shit." 

"There  is  no  shit!  Only  Ssshhh  ...  and  that's  it." 

At  the  end  of  the  long  documenting  ordeal,  the  Emperor  was 
not  pleased  with  the  information  culled  from  the  public 
shitlogue.  The  thirteen  eunuchs  who  ran  his  multi-shit-corpo- 
rations ventured  their  professional  opinion  on  shit.  The  meet- 
ing was  held  in  the  royal  toilet.  The  eunuchs  sat  on  silver  and 
bronze  toilets  according  to  their  ranking.  The  Emperor  sat  on 
the  golden  toilet  and  screamed. 

"Please  take  care  of  my  shit.  I  suffered  so  much  to  build  this 
shit.  My  shitty-subjects  are  waiting  for  my  death.  They  are 
saying  that  god  has  sent  his  shit  to  destroy  my  peace.  This 
strange  shit  has  disrupted  social  harmony.  My  beloved  shits 
are  suddenly  fighting  over  some  mysterious  shit  from  some 
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unknown  heaven.  The  protesters  are  shitting  in  public.  These 
Philistines  have  no  decency  in  their  act  of  protest.  I  am  shocked 
to  see  that  they  have  not  let  go  their  petty,  migrant,  barbaric, 
uncouth  manner  of  shitting  after  all  these  economic  achieve- 
ments. I  suggest  we  launch  a  national  shitting  campaign  to 
teach  them  how  to  shit  gracefully.  But  for  now,  I  have  declared 
martial  law  as  a  temporary  measure.  Those  who  shit  in  public 
will  be  shot  on  sight.  Shitting  in  public  is  banned.  Anyone  caught 
in  possession  of  the  holyshit  found  outside  my  palace  will  be 
prosecuted  and  sentenced  to  death.  They  will  be  force-fed 
with  their  own  shit  until  they  die.  Do  you  have  any  strategies 
to  impress  the  shits  to  swing  the  votes  in  our  direction?  Come 
on!  I  came  to  this  position  by  winning  battles.  And  you  pa- 
thetic shits  came  to  power  by  licking  my  spittle.  That's  why 
you  are  still  thinking.  Okay.  Start  shitting  and  be  transparent." 

1 :       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  No  more  shares.  No  more  cash. 
No  more  subsidies.  Give  shit  as  gift  to  the  voters." 

2:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Sell  shit  commemorative  coins 
and  shit  first-day  covers  to  generate  revenue  for  our 
eunuchs'  party." 

3:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Use  shit  as  the  new  watermark 
in  our  currency." 

4:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Use  shit  as  land  refill  to  increase 
our  size." 

5:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Announce  there  is  uranium  in 
our  multi-cultural  shit  and  frighten  our  neighbours. 

6:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  "Make  shit  our  national  icon!" 

7:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Create  a  national  shit  perfume 
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to  mask  inter-ethnic  BO." 

8:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Make  biogas  from  shit  and  sup 
ply  it  free  to  households." 

9:       "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Use  shit  to  paint  our  national 
monuments." 

10:     "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Give  the  minority  nationalshit 
awards  made  from  shit  for  sucking  up  to  empower  them 
to  think  that  they  are  valued  by  the  majority." 

1 1 :     "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Make  ballot  paper  with  shit  to 
create  a  sense  of  belonging  to  motivate  our  voters." 

12:  "Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Long  shit  the  Emperor!  Long 
shit  the  Emperor! 

1 3:  Er. . .  Please  forgive  me  Emperor!  I  cannot  shit  like  the 
other  minions.  We  have  to  tell  the  truth  to  the  people. 
We  have  to  be  transparent  to  win  their  hearts.  Now, 
I've  to  tell  the  truth.  The  unknown  shit  is  actually  your 
honourable  shit.  It  is  a  constitutional  rule  that  nobody 
should  see  the  shit  of  our  Emperor.  But,  it  was  acci- 
dentally dropped  by  the  foreign-talent  pilot  from  the 
Hercules  helicopter  while  transporting  it  to  the  Swiss 
Bank.  The  inter-religious  council  of  shamans  had  ad- 
vised our  Emperor  that  his  shit  was  special  and  it  would 
turn  into  Jade  if  it  is  kept  unexposed  for  every  five  years. 
Our  great  Emperor  wanted  to  sacrifice  his  shit  for  the 
nation's  reserves.  But  it  is  too  late.  I  accept  full  respon- 
sibility for  exposing  the  Emperor's  shit.  Emperor!  Please 
punish  me  as  you  wish.  I  am  not  fit  to  be  even  shit. 
[Emperor  lets  out  a  loud  fart.] Emperor!  Emperor!  Em- 
peror! Please  wake  up!  Is  there  anybody  in  the  house 
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who  could  give  anal  pulmonary  resuscitation?  Oh  my 
shit!  [Wails] The  Emperor  is  dead!" 

The  Emperor  had  a  shit-attack  when  he  heard  that  his  shit 
was  exposed.  His  shit  had  shot-up  to  his  head  and  flooded  his 
brain.  It  was  diagnosed  as  shit-brain  arrest.  National  mourn- 
ing was  declared  and  all  were  told  not  to  shit  for  a  month. 
Those  who  breached  the  rule  were  taxed  for  their  shit.  Many 
broke  the  rule  and  it  eventually  generated  revenue.  So  a  shit- 
tax  was  introduced.  Tourists  had  to  keep  and  show  their  shit 
on  departure  for  reimbursement  of  their  GST 

Meanwhile,  the  shit  outside  the  palace  stopped  growing  when 
the  Emperor  died.  A  shit-logue  session  was  held  to  consult 
the  public  and  a  survey  was  also  conducted  to  decide  the  fate 
of  the  colossal  shit  outside  the  palace.  Finally,  they  decided  to 
commission  the  shit  medallion  winning  artiste  to  sculpt  the 
Emperor's  statue  from  the  remaining  shit. 

He  named  it  Emperor  Shit.  Emperor  Shit  was  opened  for  pub- 
lic view.  It  was  a  towering  statue  in  shitting  posture.  When 
interviewed,  the  sculptor  said,  "Hi!  When  I  was  playing  with 
the  Emperor's  shit  in  my  studio,  I  had  a  shit-dream.  Emperor 
Shit  appeared  and  whispered  into  my  anus  -  YOU  BLOODY 
SHIT!  And  I  started  shitting  immediately.  It  was  a  cathartic 
experience  you  know.  I  took  it  as  god-given  mantra  and  cre- 
ated this  master-shit  of  art.  I  hope  you  like  my  shit.  Oh  thank 
you  for  the  global  media-coverage." 

All  religious  and  community  shit-heads  were  invited  to  the  eye- 
dotting  ceremony  of  Emperor  Shit.  The  ceremonial  eye  was 
dotted  with  red  paint  by  Prince  Shit.  Prince  Shit  gave  a  heart- 
wrenching  speech. 

"There  can  be  only  one  shit  and  that  is  Emperor  Shit.  Nobody 
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else  is  fit  to  be  SHIT  in  this  country.  We  have  fulfilled  Emperor 
Shit's  wish.  We  have  launched  Emperor  Shit  into  space.  Em- 
peror Shit's  body  has  been  placed  in  a  hi-tech  solar  powered 
coffin  which  is  also  our  latest  satellite.  Emperor  Shit  satellite 
will  hover  in  space  above  our  country  as  long  as  this  planet 
exists  in  our  galaxy.  Emperor  Shit  will  now  occupy  the  middle 
kingdom  between  earth  and  heaven.  He  will  be  watching  us 
forever.  I  take  great  pleasure  in  pressing  this  button  to  start 
the  transmission  of  Emperor  Shit's  images  to  earth.  Please 
welcome  Emperor  Shit's  second  coming.  Hail  Emperor  Shit! 
The  founding  father  of  our  shitnation."  And  Emperor  Shit  chan- 
nel was  opened  with  21  royal  fart-salute.  The  statue  was  placed 
exactly  on  the  same  spot  where  Emperor  Shit's  shit  fell  and 
grew.  As  Emperor  Shit  was  irreplaceable,  replicas  of  his  statue 
from  the  leftover  shit  were  made  and  distributed  free  to  the 
people.  I  too  keep  one  at  home  and  pray,  "Oh  shit  of  all  shits, 
may  we  receive  thy  supreme  shit  so  as  to  achieve  happiness, 
prosperity  and  progress  for  our  nation." 

Now  you  might  wonder  why  am  I  pouring  out  all  these  shit  to 
you?  It  is  my  duty  as  a  law-abiding  patriotic  citizen  to  propa- 
gate a  sense  of  belonging.  Yellow,  brown,  black  or  white,  we 
are  all  equal  as  shit.  So  we  have  to  pick  up  the  skills  of  shitting 
in  the  shadow  of  Emperor  Shit.  Okay.  Let  me  share  the  good 
news.  I  have  been  promoted  and  deployed  as  the  guard-dog 
for  Emperor  Shit's  statue.  My  duty  is  to  bark  and  chase  away 
those  alternative  shits  who  try  to  vandalize  the  statue  with  graf- 
fiti, scribbling  blasphemous  stuff  like  FREEDOM  OF  SHIT 

And  now,  the  whole  nation  is  eagerly  waiting  for  the  count- 
down to  the  first  death,  pardon  me,  first  shit  anniversary  of 
Emperor  Shit.  Many  myths  have  been  circulating  about 
Emperor  Shit: 
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"Emperor  Shit  is  not  dead.  He  is  hibernating  in  shit  in  space." 

"Emperor  Shit  will  wake  up  if  there  is  trouble  in  his  empire." 

"Emperor  Shit  will  come  to  redeem  us.  We  are  waiting  for  his 
return." 

As  a  mark  of  respect  for  Emperor  Shit,  all  subjects  have  been 
asked  to  excrete  a  minute  of  shit  in  the  pose  of  Emperor  Shit's 
statue.  [P  poses  like  Emperor  Shit]  The  countdown  begins 
now. 

[Countdown  sound-effect  Shit  rains  on  P  as  stars  and  cres- 
cents.] 

VO:    I  will  wake  up  even  from  my  grave  to  SHIT. 

[Multi-ethnic  voices  shout]  Emperor  Shit's  statue  is  shitting. 
Hello!  Police!  My  Emperor  Shit  statue  at  home  is  shitting.  My 
statue  is  shitting  royal-yellow.  My  statue  is  shitting  holy-green. 
My  statue  is  shitting  holy-saffron.  Holy  shit!  No!  Wait!  My  statue 
is  shitting  more  Emperor  Shit  statues.  You  want  to  buy 
Emperor's  Shit?  Special  price  for  you.  And  Emperor's  Shit 
started  to  grow  again.  'Anal'ysts  commented  that  it  could  be 
due  to  global  warming  and  unpredictable  weather  changes. 
Prince  Shit  realized  that  he  cannot  hide  in  the  shadow  of  Em- 
peror Shit's  shit-hill  anymore. 

"I,  Prince  Shit,  hereby  declare  a  state  of  emergency  to  find  a 
solution  again.  Our  new  generation-shit  eunuchs  are  hard- 
pressed  for  time  to  shit  together  to  decide  by  consensus.  Until 
then  I  need  your  mandate  to  approve  only  the  liberalization  in 
the  arts  on  styles  and  approaches  in  shitting.  Let  us  hold  our 
hands  together,irrespective  of  our  differences  to  leap  forward 
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as  one  family  by  shitting,  and  not  speaking,  freely  or  demand- 
ing for  common  space." 

Imagine  pressing  your  tube  of  tooth-paste  and  ordering  the 
paste  on  your  brush  everyday.  You  assume  that  you  are  focal- 
izing truth  but  you  spit  it  out.  You  don't  want  to  eat  it.  But  you 
have  to  gargle  it  everyday. 

Truth  is  like  the  fly  on  your  shit.  It  shifts  all  the  time  unless  you 
pin  it  on  your  shit.  But  you  don't  want  to  dirty  your  hands  in 
shit.  You  want  to  pretend  that  there  is  no  fly.  But  shit  is  the 
only  reality  and  the  fly  keeps  buzzing  around  you. 

You  want  to  catch  a  fly? 

Go  home! 

Have  a  good  shit. 

Search! 

Catch  if  you  can! 

[Lights  fade  out] 
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MOTCHAM  [SALVATION] 

written  &  directed  by  ELANGOVAN 

design  by  BEE    sound  by  DAMON    lighting  by  ELANGOVAN 
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Motcham  (Salvation)  was  presented  by  Agni  Kootthu  (Theatre  of  Fire) 
in  the  8th  Natakamela  (Festival  of  Indian  Dramas)  organized  by 
Nrityalaya  Aesthetics  Society  on  Sat  1  and  Sun  2  Aug  1998  at  the 
Guinness  Theatre,  The  Substation,  with  support  from  the  Arts  Fund 
and  National  Arts  Council.  The  performance  was  given  a  Public  Enter- 
tainment Licence  with  an  advisory  -  'The  play  is  not  suitable  for  chil- 
dren' by  the  Public  Entertainment  Licensing  Unit  (PELU)  of  the 
Singapore  Police  Force. 


Performed  by 


Ahamed  Ali  Khan 

Devarajan 

Elamaran 

G  M  Sundram 

Nick  Ng 

S  R  L  Jothi 

Vishnu 

V  Punithan 

Zaki  Ismawee 


Lighting,  Set  &  Sound  Design:  Elangovan 
Production,  Stage  Management  &  Make-up:  S  Thenmoli 


Written  and  directed  by  Elangovan 
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Motcham  (Salvation)  is  about  a  man  contemplating  on  nirvana  in  a  lift  in  a  two-room 
HDB  flat.  The  lift  door  does  not  open.  A  motley  bunch  of  people  with  different  mis- 
sions wait  at  the  lift  lobby.  The  waiting  exposes  their  intentions  to  visit  the  flat.  The 
individuals  try  to  get  salvation  through  the  glorification  of  their  momentous  acts  in  a 
dehumanising,  depressing  and  meaningless  cityscape.  And  when  the  lift  opens,  there  is 
chaos  and  order.  They  have  to  make  a  collective  decision  to  absolve  the  sin  of  their 
fellow  patriotic  citizen  who  disrupted  the  flow  of  the  system  through  his  purposive 
inactivity.  The  play  exposes  the  absurdities  and  emptiness  in  the  lives  of  urbanites  who 
seek  redemption  through  their  violent  actions. 


HERMIT 

[Lights  fade  in.  The  Hermit,  wearing  a  mask  is  sitting  on  a 
pedestal  upstage-centre.  The  pedestal  is  also  the  imagined 
lift  in  the  play.  He  rises  and  moves  slowly  on  the  pedestal  like 
a  Butoh-dancer.  He  speaks  as  he  moves.] 

I  am  ascending  and  descending.  My  prayers  have  been  an- 
swered. The  lift-door  has  refused  to  open  for  others.  But  it  is 
still  going  up  and  down. 

This  lift  is  like  a  holy  retreat  for  spiritual  cleansing.  Like 
vadakkirutthal  (fast  to  death  sitting  with  one's  face  to  the  north 
when  dishonoured). 

The  lift,  moves  peacefully  in  this  mad  city,  registering  our  hu- 
man capability  and  stupidity  daily.  I  have  always  wanted  to 
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have  a  friendly  chat  with  it.  My  wish  has  been  fulfilled  now. 

I  feel  like  I  have  just  emerged  from  a  sacrificial  ritual.  It  ap- 
pears that  so  many  strange  voices  want  to  speak  through  me. 
There  is  a  constant  cacophonous  ringing  in  my  ears.  A  multi- 
tude of  unknown  voices. 

This  lift  must  be  the  vehicle  for  attaining  Nirvana.  It  has  en- 
cased me  in  this  cubic-sphere  to  crush  my  ego.  This  is  not 
imprisonment.  But  freedom. 

One  can  spit  here  ...  or  piss,  scribble  graffiti,  kiss  the  girl- 
friend, outrage  modesty,  stab  with  a  knife  and  rob,  fart  and 
even  murder.  [Laughs  and  sits  in  meditating  posture.] 

RIFF-RAFF 

[The  messenger  beats  the  gong.  He  receives  the  Riff-raff  with 
a  golden  parasol  and  leaves  him  near  the  lift  lobby  -  centre- 
stage.  The  riff-raff  talks  to  his  friend,  an  invisible  character.] 

Dey!  Did  you  press  the  lift  button?  What?  You  have  pressed 
the  button  for  the  tenth  time?  I'll  whack  you,  you  know?  What? 
Something  wrong  with  the  lift?  Are  you  the  lift  maintenance 
crew?  Don't  give  me  all  this  kottappechu  (bollocks-story)  okay. 
I  will  break  your  face. 

Do  you  know  why  I  brought  you  here?  To  light  up  joss-sticks 
and  pray  is  it?  What  are  you  staring  for?  Makkal  (fellow  mem- 
ber)! Listen  carefully  what  you  have  to  do  and  do  exactly  as  I 
tell.  Understand?  You  mean  you  don't  understand?  You  don't 
deserve  to  be  in  my  gang-lah.  No  silly  feelings-ah! 

GO  and  ask  those  people  who  are  sitting  in  the  void-deck 
what  happened  to  this  lift.  What?  You  won't  ask  them?  Why 
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do  you  have  that  mouth  for?  To  receive  my  punch  is  it?  Hey! 
Why  are  those  guys  staring  at  us?  Are  we  giving  them  a 
stripshow?  Not  happy  is  it?  They  want  to  be  beaten  up  is  it? 

What  do  you  say  Makkal?  Teach  them  a  lesson?  No?  Just 
mind  our  business?  Complete  our  mission?  What  happened 
to  you  Mike?  Your  balls  have  shrunk?  No  guts  to  shake  up 
those  idiots-ah?  [Laughs] Okay  okay  ...  no  silly  feeling-ah. 

What  are  we  here  for?  Don't  know?  You  mean  I  didn't  give 
you  the  details?  Even  if  you  don't  know,  just  pretend  as  if  you 
know-lah  Mike.  You  are  embarrassing  me  you  know.  If  you 
are  so  blur  like  this,  how  to  accept  you  as  my  sidekick  man? 
Next  time,  if  you  really  don't  know  just  pretend  to  know  okay? 
Alright  man!  Cool!  Take  it  easy.  I  was  just  testing  you. 

Bloody  lift!  It  is  going  up  and  down  but  doesn't  open.  We  will 
wait .  Hey  Mike!  Last  week  I  went  to  the  Hello  Concert.  There 
were  two  groups-lah  Mike.  I  know  one  of  them  from  the  other 
group.  I  said  Hi  to  him-lah  Mike. 

Suddenly  I  noticed  that  one  of  those  bastards  was  eyeballing 
my  sister  on  this  side  instead  of  watching  the  show.  I  caught 
him  ogling  and  drooling  several  times  Mike.  I  went  straight  to 
him.  Hey!  Why  are  you  staring  at  my  sister-ah? 

Puny  little  bastard  Mike.  He  talked  big  Mike.  You  know  what 
that  bastard  said?  Your  sister  has  something  which  I  like  and 
I  will  look  because  God  gave  me  eyes  to  see  what?  If  you 
don't  want  trouble  just  pretend  you  don't  see-lah  Machi 
(brother-in-law).  You  tell  me  Mike.  We  also  look  at  girls.  But 
must  have  standard-lah.  Should  not  get  caught.  If  caught  you 
must  be  prepared  to  lose  every  single  Masiru  (hair)  on  you 
body-lah  Mike. 
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He  was  a  short  fart  Mike.  Wearing  sunshades  at  night  to  watch 
the  concert.  You  mean  he  must  have  been  looking  some- 
where? How  I  still  managed  to  catch  his  eyes  with  those  dark 
glasses?  What-lah  Mike?  I  got  experience-lah  Mike. 

Do  you  want  to  know  how  many  girls  I  have  scored  using  the 
same  tactic?  Some  more  he  had  the  balls  to  challenge  me  to 
go  out  and  settle  Mike.  Tamils  would  have  balls  only  when 
they  are  in  a  group  what.  They  will  be  missing-in-action  when 
they  are  alone  what.  I  told  him  to  watch-out. 

I  didn't  want  to  create  a  scene  because  my  sister  was  there 
Mike.  I  warned  him.  Dey  you  better  not  step  into  Toa  Payoh, 
Balestier  or  Whampoa  area  okay.  If  I  see  you  there  I  will  come 
down  and  kill  you.  You  are  thinner  than  my  pubic  hair  man.  If 
I  push  you,  you  will  die  man.  I  am  not  a  coward  Mike. 

Our  Makkal  were  raring  to  go  for  a  fight  Mike.  They  were  forc- 
ing me  to  go  out  and  settle.  They  are  all  ready  to  give  their 
lives  for  me  Mike.  But  I  told  them  to  be  cool. 

One  of  our  Ma/c/ca/followed  the  short  fart  home  and  managed 
to  find  out  his  address.  And  that's  why  we  are  waiting  at  the 
lift-lobby  of  his  flat  now  Mike.  You  are  surprised  Mike?  Wait 
and  see  what  I  have  for  him  once  we  get  upstairs.  I  am  not 
happy-lah  Mike.  How  dare  he  look  at  my  sister.  How  can-lah 
Mike?  How  can?  [Punches  the  lift-door.] 

Bastard.  Hey  Mike,  why  these  Masiru  all  have  nothing  better 
to  do-ah?  Instead  of  waiting  for  the  lift,  they  are  trying  to  eaves- 
drop. Are  they  looking  at  my  latest  handphone?  Why?  People 
like  me  cannot  have  expensive  handphone  is  it? 

Oh  yeah.  I  forgot  to  tell  you  about  the  Hello  Concert  Mike.  My 
cousin's  handphone  subscription  is  SINGTEL  and  mine  is  M1 . 
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His  phone  was  working  perfectly  at  the  concert.  But  mine  was 
total  blackout  you  know.  Motherfuckers.  The  organisers 
jammed  my  line  Mike.  I  tried  and  tried  calling.  Cannot  get  line- 
lah.  Impossible.  They  jammed  the  competitor's  phone  lines 
man.  What  kind  of  system  in  this  country  man.  And  the  big 
joke  is,  both  of  us  had  the  same  latest  Nokia  phone  Mike. 

Where  to  complain  man?  My  phone  showed  NO  NETWORK- 
lah.  I  am  very  fed-up  you  know.  Nobody  wrote  to  The  Straits 
Times  to  complain  man.  If  an  Indian  neighbour  burns  Sambrani 
(frankincense)  to  pray  to  his  God,  they  will  write  letters  after 
letters  to  complain  about  air-pollution  in  their  flat  and  also  go 
the  court  to  fight  the  case  man.  But  nobody  bothers  about 
such  a  serious  issue  like  this  jamming  of  handphone  service. 
What  kind  of  a  world  is  this?  Very  unfair-lah. 

One  more  story  Mike.  The  other  day  I  was  watching  channel  5 
on  television.  Suddenly  there  was  a  Chinese  commercial  man. 
Chinese  advertisement  on  TCS  (Television  Corporation  of 
Singapore)  English  channel  man.  Boring-lah  Mike.  They  have 
channel  8  for  Chinese  programmes  what?  Would  they  put  Tamil 
or  Malay  commercial  on  channel  5?  No  way  man. 

I  couldn't  take  it.  So  I  rang  the  TCS  Duty  Officer  to  complain. 
You  want  to  know  what  he  said.  Could  you  please  write  in  Sir. 
Thank  you  Sir.  Fuck  you-lah.  I  wrote.  I  received  a  polite  reply. 
We  are  sorry.  They  had  used  the  wrong  commercial  reel.' 
Bullshit  man. 

What  are  all  those  Tamil  leaders  doing  man?  They  only  shout 
Tamil,  Tamil  and  give  us  emotional  juice  during  stupid  variety 
shows  man.  When  there  is  a  problem  they  hide  under  the 
petticoat  of  Tamil  Annai  (mother)  man.  Not  fair  man.  I  failed  in 
my  Tamil.  I  can't  speak  proper  Tamil  man.  But  I  still  got  Tamil 
pride  man. 

49 


Elangovan 

Tamil  power.  Black  power  man.  What?  You  are  saying  I  am 
brown-ah?  Nevermind-lah.  I  know  the  Chinese  call  us  black 
devil.  The  African  blacks  call  us  brown  shit.  The  Whites  call  us 
Asians.  Who  cares? 

The  Manjans  (yellow  skinned)  will  always  grumble  man.  Why 
do  you  people  always  worry  about  nonsense-ah?  They  say 
this  forever  to  put  us  in  our  place  man.  Wrong  reel.  You  think 
we  are  idiots-ah?  We  are  smart  okay.  We  run  all  the  computer 
systems  in  Singapore  okay.  Boring-lah  Mike. 

How  do  you  know  an  Indian  just  used  the  computer?  Don't 
know?  [Laughs]Jhere  will  be  liquid  paper  mark  on  the  screen. 
Not  funny?  Another  one.  Three  people,  Indian,  Chinese  and 
Malay  got  stuck  in  the  desert  when  their  car  broke  down.  The 
Chinese  took  away  the  car-engine  because  he  wanted  to  drink 
the  water  in  the  engine  on  his  way.  The  Malay  ripped  off  the 
car  air-con  because  he  can  cool  himself .  The  Indian  took  the 
car-door.  Do  you  know  why  Mike?  The  Indian,  I  mean  the  Tamil 
said,  whenever  it  was  hot  he  would  unwind  the  window  for  the 
breeze.  Laugh  Mike  laugh.  Why  are  you  silent?  Hey  I  am  giv- 
ing you  free  entertainment  okay. 

Do  you  think  I  am  a  KPM?  Don't  know  what  is  a  KPM?  Still 
virgin-ah?  Grow  up  Mike.  KPM  means  Kottai  Pechu  Mannan- 
lah  (  bollocks  story  king)  Okay  leave  it.  Now  what  happened 
to  this  bloody  lift  Mike? 

Excuse  me.  What's  wrong  with  this  lift-ah?  What  happened  to 
the  annual  courtesy  campaign  Mike?  I  asked  them  politely  but 
all  give  me  a  strange  look.  Nobody  seems  to  smile.  All  look  so 
expressive  like  a  used  and  dumped  sanitary  pad  man.  I  doubt 
they  live  in  this  flat.  Must  be  zombies  returning  to  see  their 
relatives. 
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Do  you  know  what  I  did  to  a  bastard  who  was  once  rude  to 
me?  He  crossed  the  line  and  tackled  one  of  my  Makkal's 
Sara/c/ay  (girl).  We  took  him  to  Lower  Pierce  Reservoir.  Stripped 
him.  Tied  him  naked  to  a  tree.  Used  a  razor-blade  to  etch  fine 
lines  all  over  his  body.  Not  too  deep.  Just  slightly  so  it  doesn't 
bleed  much.  But  it  must  bleed  like  the  cuts  you  get  when  you 
shave. 

It  is  a  professional  skill  you  know.  The  blood  will  ooze  and 
become  sticky  in  the  heat.  We  gagged  him  with  his  stinking 
underwear.  He  didn't  have  any  clue  about  us.  All  the  Makkal 
he  could  identify  did  not  participate  in  the  exercise.  Finally  we 
sprinkled  a  full  packet  of  sugar  on  his  body  and  left  him.  The 
red  ants  would  have  kissed  and  kissed  until  he  would  have 
had  an  orgasm  Mike. 

We  saw  him  after  two  months.  He  had  survived.  But  was  very 
weak.  How  Mike?  You  think  we  forgave  him?  No!  We  broke 
lots  of  eggs  and  poured  the  yolk  into  a  large  plastic  bag.  We 
kept  the  bag  for  a  week  and  then  threw  it  into  his  house.  The 
stench  would  have  remained  for  more  than  a  month. 

Fuck!  What  happened  to  this  lift  Mike?  I  can't  wait  anymore.  I 
have  to  go  up  and  punish  this  bastard  who  had  disturbed  my 
sister.  Do  you  know  what  I'm  going  to  do?  See!  Honey  mixed 
with  water  in  this  spray-bottle.  I'm  going  to  spray  the  door, 
window  and  grilles.  And  this  bag  contains  large  red  ants.  You 
will  throw  the  ants  on  his  house.  Shiok  Mike.  Let's  burn  his 
house  with  this  Mike. 

What?  Come  another  day?  Dey!  Dey!  Watch  it.  Don't  give  me 
this  Kottai  Pechu  okay?  I  must  do  it  okay.  Must  do  it  today 
okay.  Oh!  I  am  saying  it  too  loud-ah?  Okay  sorry-ah  Mike.  No 
silly  feelings. 
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[He  exits  and  sits  on  the  lower  level  of  the  pedestal.  The  mes- 
senger beats  the  gong.  He  receives  the  Insurance  Agent  with 
a  golden  parasol  and  leaves  him  near  the  lift  lobby  -  centre- 
stage.] 

INSURANCE  AGENT 

What  is  this-lah?  Look  at  my  situation.  I  have  not  had  a  drop 
of  water.  I've  been  running  around  like  a  dog  the  whole  day 
and  now  this  lift  you  see.  What  is  this-lah?  I  have  to  meet  the 
client.  Cannot  cancel  the  appointment  you  see.  Fed-up-lah.  I 
have  to  finish  the  quota  for  the  month-lah.  Something  is  hap- 
pening here-lah.  The  lift  is  going  up  and  down  but  the  door 
doesn't  open  you  see.  There  are  some  other  people  waiting  in 
the  lobby.  Who  is  the  prankster? 

All  these  two-room  flats  are  like  this-lah.  Condemned-lah.  For 
my  status,  I  wouldn't  dare  visit  such  a  low-class  area.  Prob- 
lem-lah.  Only  the  half-baked  agents  would  come  to  this  place 
to  sell  insurance.  I  mean  the  GCE  'O'  Level  and  'N'  Level  chaps. 

First  they  would  sing  or  vomit  Tamil  cinema  songs  on  silly  tv 
programmes  and  when  they  realise  that  they  were  getting  no- 
where in  life,  they  end  up  selling  insurance.  They  have  pol- 
luted the  local  insurance  industry. 

I  too  came  to  sell  insurance.  But  I  am  a  professional.  I  am  a 
graduate-lah.  We  graduates  with  personality  have  helped  to 
boost  the  image  of  the  insurance  field  in  this  country.  Selling 
insurance  is  not  a  simple  profession.  It  is  a  matter  of  life  and 
death. 

To  sell  a  policy,  one  has  to  beg,  plead,  apple-polish,  suck  up, 
fall  on  the  client's  feet,  lick  the  boots,  brainwash  and  if  neces- 
sary hogwash  or  con  ...  oh  my  God.  It  is  a  horrifying  experi- 
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ence-lah.  And  it  is  even  more  dangerous  when  the  client  is  a 
Tamil.  But  generally,  I  would  shoot  off  Athaanga  Ithaanga 
Yethonga  (that  and  this  and  something  else  sir)  and  some- 
how convince  the  client  to  take  a  policy. 

Our  people  are  hopeless-lah.  They  don't  seem  to  understand 
the  importance  of  buying  insurance.  When  asked  they  would 
lie  that  they  had  already  taken  a  policy.  When  you  press  them 
for  more  details  about  that  policy  they  would  avoid  talking  to 
you.  It  is  better  to  sell  insurance  to  a  stray  dog  then  to  sell 
these  useless  fellows. 

Let  me  tell  you  a  story.  Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  sixteen- 
year-old  teenager  called  Maarkandeyan.  One  day,  our  Indian 
cowboy  Mr  Yama  came  on  his  water-buffalo  with  the  noose- 
of-death  to  take  away  Maarkandeyan's  soul.  But  he  failed  mis- 
erably. He  wasn't  aware  that  Maarkandeyan  had  bought  a 
policy  from  Mr  Shiva,  the  destroyer.  I  mean  he  grabbed  Shiva's 
lingam  and  hanged  on  for  his  dear  life.  He  had  also  paid  pre- 
mium by  conducting  prayers  daily.  Mr  Shiva  gave  a  kick  and 
Mr  Yama  was  booted  off.  Maarkandeyan  lived  forever  as  a 
sixteen-year-old.  Solid  policy-lah.  You  see  I  could  tell  such 
beautiful  philosophical  stories  to  motivate  and  encourage  my 
hopeless  Tamil  clients  to  buy  insurance.  It  is  possible  because 
I  am  a  graduate  insurance  agent. 

What  is  this?  The  lift  has  gone  up  again.  Bloody  shit.  I  am 
hungry.  Normally,  I  don't  eat  outside.  I  would  plan  to  visit  cli- 
ents during  lunch  or  dinner  only.  Free  meal.  Save  money-lah. 
Now  I  am  stuck  here  and  having  high-tide.  Need  to  go  to  the 
loo.  It  would  cost  me  ten  cents  at  the  public  toilet  and  I  don't 
see  any  coffee-shop  around  either.  Client  is  on  the  tenth  floor. 
I  don't  think  I  can  walk  up.  I  might  wet  myself  and  also  per- 
spire. Image  would  be  affected.  Client  would  lose  respect.  Have 
to  control. 
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My  IQ  and  EQ  are  well-balanced.  Otherwise,  how  do  you  think 
I  could  easily  swipe  the  contact  information  of  the  client  in  this 
flat  from  my  slimy  unscrupulous  colleagues.  Nobody  knows.  I 
took  the  phone-call  from  a  Sarakku  (girl)  and  pretended  to  be 
my  colleague.  Anyway  that  fool  is  not  a  graduate. 

Hmm  ...  how  much  would  a  two-room  flat  Tamil  client  buy? 
Most  of  them  would  talk  big  that  they  have  a  big  policy.  But 
when  you  review  the  policy,  it  will  be  a  coverage  for  5  K  only.  It 
won't  be  enough  to  buy  Vaaikkarisi  (rice  put  into  the  mouth  of 
the  deceased)  for  him  when  he  expires.  They  would  buy  policy 
like  drinking  castor-oil  and  subsequently  harass  the  agent  non- 
stop to  service  them.  But  there  are  some  exceptional  clients. 
Very  respectable.  They  don't  expect  anything  from  the  agent 
because  their  policies  are  really  huge. 

Only  the  monkeys  with  peanut  policies  trouble  us.  To  purchase 
a  meagre  policy  they  would  argue  and  criticise  and  cross-ex- 
amine me  like  big-time  criminal  lawyers.  And  if  they  ink  the 
policy  then  I  am  obliged  to  become  their  lifelong  slave  to  ser- 
vice them.  But  they  will  not  pay  their  monthly  premium  promptly. 
They  would  spend  $200  to  $300  in  the  Indian  pubs.  And  when 
they  see  some  familiar  faces  in  the  pub,  they  would  send  two 
jugs  of  beer  to  the  other  table  to  show  off  their  magnanimity. 

But  end  of  the  month,  they  would  receive  a  letter  from  the 
POSBank  that  there  is  insufficient  fund  for  GIRO  deduction  of 
insurance  policy  premium.  They  won't  respond  and  soon  the 
policy  would  lapse. 

Some  of  them  die  in  between  and  deprive  their  family  of  any 
payout.  The  wife  and  children  would  come  and  cry.  It  would  be 
a  heart-wrenching  scene.  But  how  to  pay?  The  family  wouldn't 
believe  that  the  dead  bastard  had  failed  to  pay  his  premium. 
They  would  complain  I  have  cheated  them.  The  wife  would 
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scream  and  abuse  me  in  front  of  my  colleagues. 

Dey!  You  have  stolen  my  husband's  money.  I  am  cursing  you. 
Dey  you  will  become  a  disabled.  Notwithstanding  the  swear 
words,  the  lady  would  spice  it  up  with  favourite  Tamil  exple- 
tives and  pull  in  my  ancestors. 

She  would  also  throw  the  chocolates  I  had  given  to  her  kids 
smack  on  my  face.  The  children  would  look  at  the  chocolates 
solemnly.  When  they  grow  up  they  would  never  buy  insur- 
ance. The  bastard  has  also  done  irreparable  damage  to  the 
insurance  industry. 

Did  I  cheat?  No!  Insurance  agent  will  not  cheat.  I  am  a  gradu- 
ate you  know.  I  am  not  like  other  incompetent  agents,  espe- 
cially my  colleagues  who  open  their  legs  to  get  laid  to  secure 
policies,  bribe  the  medical  doctor  to  fix  the  health  certificate  of 
the  client,  pump  in  their  own  money  to  pay  premium  for  use- 
less clients  and  brag  that  they  have  sold  more  policies  to  join 
the  million  dollar  club.  I  am  not  trained  in  such  chicanery.  I  will 
never  do  such  despicable  things-lah. 

But  there  are  still  some  vile  clients  who  test  my  moral  integrity 
by  complaining  to  my  superior  about  my  performance.  Who 
else?  Our  very  own  Tamil  Makkal-\ah.  Every  year,  I  will  spend 
my  own  money  to  purchase  diaries  from  my  company  and 
give  it  to  my  policy  holders.  And  most  ingrates  who  would  have 
bought  some  petty  amount  policies  would  demand  that  I  give 
more  diaries  for  their  family  members.  They  would  threaten 
to  cancel  their  policy  if  I  don't  give.  It  is  not  the  common  diary 
they  desire.  Management  diary.  Only  management  diary. 

Once  when  I  knocked  the  door  at  a  client's  house,  the  client's 
elder  son  opened  the  door.  Suddenly  a  paper  rocket  zoomed 
into  my  face.  The  younger  son  was  making  paper  rockets  from 
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the  new  management  diary.  The  third  child,  a  little  girl  was 
scribbling  on  sheets  of  paper  with  colour  pencils.  The  hall  was 
littered  with  torn  and  crushed  paper.  Pages  from  the  manage- 
ment diary. 

The  father  said,  look  at  my  daughter-ah.  She  is  very  creative 
you  know.  She  will  become  like  Picasso.  Picasso?  My  foot. 
He  would  have  only  heard  the  name  Picasso  in  some  corny 
Tamil  cinema  song.  This  kind  of  a  client  is  a  breeze  when 
compared  to  another  shrewd  type. 

Recently,  I  met  a  former  neighbour  at  a  positive  thinking 
programme  for  Indians.  The  programme  was  organised  by 
various  Indian  Activities  Groups  to  prepare  Singapore  Indi- 
ans, especially  Tamils  to  become  future  leaders  of  Singapore. 
I  was  there  to  sell  child  education  policy.  Not  for  enlighten- 
ment. Anyway,  the  organisers  were  also  our  Ma/c/ca/what. 

Usually,  I  would  take  care  of  my  contact  at  the  pub.  Just  buy 
him  a  jug  of  beer  for  providing  information  on  the  participants. 
I  started  my  sales  pitch  discreetly.  Tried  to  impress  my  former 
neighbour  with  insurance  jargon  on  child  education  policy  and 
managed  to  get  an  appointment. 

Visited  him.  He  recounted:  Brother,  I  bought  a  child  education 
policy  from  another  agent  before.  But  that  fellow-ah,  his  ser- 
vice was  so  bad  you  know.  So  I  stopped  paying  the  premium 
and  it  lapsed-lah.  I  hope  your  service  is  good.  Don't  worry 
brother.  I  will  offer  excellent  service.  Call  me  anytime  when 
you  have  a  problem  okay.  He  bought  the  policy.  But  I  made  a 
mistake.  I  shouldn't  have  promised  him  too  much. 

One  week  later,  at  about  11.30  pm,  I  received  a  call  on  my 
mobile.  'Hello!  What  are  you  doing?'  'I  am  sleeping.'  'Oh!  But 
you  are  awake  now  right?'  "What's  up?'  'Nothing  much.  I  came 
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to  the  Indoor  Stadium  to  watch  a  concert  by  cinema  stars  from 
Kollywood.  Full-house-lah.  Big  crowd.  Jam-lah.  Cannot  get 
taxi-lah.  My  wife  is  also  not  well  you  see.  She  is  pregnant-lah. 
Can  you  come  and  fetch  us?'  'I  am  not  your  driver  you  know.' 
'I  bought  insurance  from  you  what.  You  must  take  care  of  the 
policy  holder  you  know.  If  I  cancel  the  policy-ah  it  will  affect 
your  career  you  know.' 

He  was  ordering  me.  'I  am  sorry-ah.  I  am  having  high  fever.  I 
cannot  drive  now.  Okay.  Thank  you.'  I  switched  off  the  phone. 
A  fortnight  later,  he  called  again  to  ask  me  for  a  lift  to  his 
relative's  wedding.  As  I  was  passing  through  that  direction,  I 
obliged.  If  not,  he  would  stop  paying  the  monthly  premium. 

A  stranger  called  me  at  2  am  on  the  following  Saturday. 
'Brother,  I  am  your  friend's  friend.  The  friend  who  bought  your 
child  education  policy-lah.  I  am  calling  from  Desker  Road-lah. 
The  red-light  area-lah  brother.  We  went  to  the  pub  for  drinks- 
lah.  He  got  high  and  insisted  on  having  a  screw-lah  brother. 
Sorry  I  am  slurring-ah  brother.  A  bit  high-lah  brother. 

Brother,  your  friend-ah.  He  was  fucking-ah.  Then  he  had  a 
heart-attack  you  know.  Bloody  Tamil  bitch.  She  threw  him  out 
man.  She  take  his  money.  Never  help.  Makkal  also  didn't  fuck 
her  properly  you  know.  He  is  lying  in  the  backlane-lah.  Chest 
pain.  He  might  die  you  know.  He  told  me  to  call  you  now.  He 
said  you  are  supposed  to  give  some  service  or  what.  Can  you 
come  now?'  I  cut  off  the  call. 

Two  days  later  my  client  appeared  in  the  newspaper.  Indian 
male  found  dead  in  the  backlane  off  Desker  Road.  No  foul 
play.  Heart-attack.  Good  riddance.  Henceforth,  I  would  rather 
sell  insurance  to  a  pariah  dog.  Only  one  more  policy  to  close 
and  I  will  become  the  million  dollar  club  member.  I  can  go  for 
the  overseas  convention.  I  will  have  the  opportunity  to  meet 
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foreign  girls.  Oh  Lord  Thandaayuthapaani.  Please  look  after 
me.  Protect  me  from  AIDS.  Hmm  ...  the  lift  is  down,  But  the 
door  is  still  closed.  And  now  it  is  going  up  again.  Maybe  my 
new  client  is  trapped  inside.  Who  knows? 

[He  exits  and  sits  on  the  lower  level  of  the  pedestal.  The  mes- 
senger beats  the  gong.  He  receives  the  Bounty  Hunter  with  a 
golden  parasol  and  leaves  him  near  the  lift  lobby  -  centre- 
stage.] 

BOUNTY  HUNTER 

[He  shouts  and  kicks  the  lift  door]  Bloody  Indian  street  dogs! 
You  are  hiding  in  this  flat?  You  think  I  cannot  find  you?  You 
must  be  hiding  in  this  lift.  That's  why  it  is  going  up  and  down 
and  not  opening.  How  long  are  you  going  to  remain  in  this  lift? 
I  am  going  to  get  you. 

[To  those  waiting  at  the  lift-lobby]  What?  What  are  you  look- 
ing at?  Cannot  talk  to  the  lift  is  it?  Ta  puas-ah?  Not  happy-ah? 
If  I  can  talk  to  the  lift,  it  means  I  must  be  a  great  intellectual 
you  know.  I  was  supposed  to  be  in  the  Gifted  Education 
Programme  you  know?  But  they  sabotaged  me.  Who?  Who 
else?  Our  Makkal-\ah. 

You  see  my  Tamil  teacher  always  insulted  me  in  class.  She 
said  I  should  not  whistle  or  tease  the  girls  in  class.  Anything 
wrong?  But  the  girls  also  winked  at  me.  That  was  okay.  Too 
much  you  know.  She  didn't  allow  me  to  build  a  friendship  bridge 
to  connect  with  my  female  classmates.  So  I  asked  her.  Teacher, 
which  Cup  you  prefer?  A,  B,  C  or  D? 

What  cup  are  you  talking  about?  The  one  you  use  daily  teacher. 
She  was  bewildered.  Teacher,  my  mother  uses  Cup  C,  my 
elder  sister  uses  Cup  B.  Are  you  Cup  A  or  A  plus  or  A  minus- 

58 


ah?  All  the  Sarakkus  (girls)  in  the  class  burst  into  laughter. 
She  broke  down  and  cried  in  front  of  her  Tamil  class  students. 

I  was  summoned  to  the  principal's  office  for  moral  lecture  and 
disciplinary  action.  I  told  them  to  fuck  off  and  walked  out  man. 

But  I  got  Taekwondo.  Can  survive  man.  I  am  young  and  can 
anyone  be  as  tough  as  me  man?  Do  you  want  to  see  how 
tough  I  am? 

[Physical  display  of  his  Taekwondo  skills.  Takes  out  a  thick 
wooden  plank  and  chops  it.  It  breaks  into  two  pieces.] 

At  any  time,  I  can  easily  handle  five  people  you  know?  Never 
challenge  me.  I  will  beat  the  daylights  out  of  your  numbskull.  I 
love  fat  bastards  okay.  They  have  lots  of  fat  in  their  brain  and 
body.  And  they  must  be  Tamil. 

Whenever  I  spot  a  low  class  fat  Tamil  bastard,  I  would  invite 
him  for  free  lunch  at  Little  India.  I  will  make  him  eat  to  his 
heart's  content.  He  will  be  so  grateful.  Then  I  will  push  him 
into  a  nearby  lorong  (alley)  and  test  my  Taekwondo  skills  on 
him.  This  is  my  routine  physical  workout  man. 

Hey  I  am  not  a  cruel  person  okay.  After  whacking  the  fat  bas- 
tard I  will  pay  him  cash  for  his  medical  treatment  and  pocket 
money  okay.  And  I  will  advise  them  not  to  go  to  the  Police.  If 
they  do,  then  they  have  to  forget  about  living  in  Singapore. 
The  fatso  is  a  better  punching-bag  than  a  sandbag.  This  is 
how  I  keep  fit  man.  Otherwise  how  to  catch  all  those  runaway 
coolie  Indian  bastards. 

These  unskilled  workers  from  India  have  tarnished  the  image 
of  our  country  man.  Some  of  them  are  genuine  cases-lah.  But 
most  of  them  are  fucking  bastards-lah.  Their  mugshots  will 
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always  appear  in  Tamil  Murasu-lah.  Missing!  Missing!  Miss- 
ing! And  a  fucking  special  prison  at  Portsdown  Road  to  hold 
all  these  illegal  motherfuckers.  Tax  payers  money  man.  What- 
lah  Joe?  Are  you  wondering  why  a  Tamil  like  me  is  attacking 
fellow  Tamils?  Look  here  Machi.  I  too  have  Kadamai  (duty), 
Kanniam  (decency)  and  Kattuppaadu  (discipline)  okay.  Got 
high  standard  of  discipline  man.  Must  maintain  law  and  order 
man. 

These  illegal  Indian  workers  are  a  disgrace  to  the  Singapore 
Tamils  man.  What  is  all  these  nonsense  man?  Forging 
Singapore  NRIC,  forging  passport,  forging  work-permit,  pinch- 
ing buttocks  and  squeezing  breasts,  outrage  modesty  of 
Singapore  women  in  crowded  areas,  attempted  rape  of  old 
Chinese  grandmother,  robbing  Indian  money-changers,  house- 
breaking, gang  fight  and  extortion  at  Little  India,  cheating,  shop- 
lifting. 

You  can  go  on  man.  These  fuckers  are  poking  into  every  lobang 
(hole)  in  the  body  of  Singapore  Tamils  man.  Switch  on  the 
Tamil  radio  and  you  will  hear  nothing  but  Indian  village  gar- 
bage requesting  and  dedicating  cinema  songs.  Tax  payers 
money  man.  They  don't  pay  annual  Radio  and  TV  license  like 
me  man.  What  happened  to  our  country  man?  This  is  our 
country  right? 

This  country  is  fortunate  to  have  a  specialist  like  me.  My  duty 
is  to  hunt  down  runaway  illegal  Indian  workers  and  pack  them 
off  on  the  next  flight  to  their  village.  My  professional  fees  is 
$2000  per  head.  Chinese  boss  pays  me.  These  over-stayers 
are  so  elusive  and  give  the  slip  to  even  the  Immigration  offic- 
ers. But  not  with  me  man.  I  am  a  KBH.  KBH  means  Keling 
Bounty  Hunter-lah. 

I  am  a  professional.  I  am  currently  giving  training  to  few  other 
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school  dropouts.  I  am  also  writing  a  book.  Do  you  want  to 
know  the  title?  'How  to  identify  a  Keling  Illegal  Immigrant?' 
Coming  out  in  English,  Chinese,  Malay  and  Tamil  soon.  Who 
has  the  time  to  sit  down  and  write?  I  also  use  ghost  writers 
man.  Can  push  the  books  to  school  libraries.  It  will  inspire  all 
those  who  hate  school.  Easy  money  man.  Grammar?  Lan- 
guage? Who  cares  man?  As  long  it  is  juicy  and  you  can  un- 
derstand then  it  is  okay. 

My  concern  is  we  must  do  something  about  the  illegal  immi- 
grants. When  I  look  at  them-ah,  it  hurts  my  ego  you  know.  It 
reminds  me  of  my  forefathers  who  came  as  coolies.  Ah  forget 
it.  Enough  of  history  man.  History  will  lead  to  hysteria  man. 
How  is  my  quotation.  Original  idea  man.  I  wish  to  share  with 
you  the  tricks  of  my  trade. 

I  don't  think  I  can  last  as  a  private  entrepreneur  in  this  busi- 
ness. Because  the  government  has  also  started  to  catch  them. 
When  there  is  economic  recession,  the  government  will  start 
catching  and  deporting  them.  If  not  they  will  close  one  eye 
due  to  shortage  of  manpower  at  major  worksites  you  know. 
Every  Chinese  and  Indian  labour  supply  agent  in  Singapore  is 
running  a  mini  empire  and  they  need  a  warrior  like  me. 

Okay,  some  pointers  from  my  new  book:  The  KM  (Keling  Ille- 
gal Immigrant)  buys  food  from  Ghandi  or  Chettinadu  restau- 
rants at  Little  India.  They  like  to  eat  exotic  food  like  goat's 
Kudal  (intestines),  Moolai  (brain),  Eera/ (liver)  and  fried  quail 
despite  low  income.  The  KM  hang  around  Tekka  market 
(Zhujiao  Centre),  drink  beer  and  when  intoxicated  end  up  hug- 
ging, holding  hands  and  kissing  each  other  and  walk  unsteadily 
against  oncoming  traffic.  Often  end  up  sleeping  on  the  pave- 
ment. 

Public  don't  call  the  police  but  wish  the  environment  trucks 
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will  pick  them  up  for  incineration.  They  don't  shower  or  brush 
teeth.  One  whiff  of  their  breath  is  enough  to  wipe  out  all  life 
forms  within  a  radius  of  1 00  metres.  Deadly.  Even  more  when 
combined  with  farting  in  the  morning.  Atypical  KM  is  seen  as 
one  who  eats  Sambar  (lentil  gravy)  and  scratches  his  arse.  A 
well-dressed  KM  who  disguises  as  a  local  Tamil  could  be  caught 
when  he  starts  scratching  his  balls  while  talking  to  you. 

When  apprehended  by  the  authorities,  they  start  begging  for 
a  last  chance  and  claim  that  they  have  not  eaten  for  days.  But 
in  their  wallets,  their  will  be  plenty  of  recent  4D  tickets  as  well 
as  $50  phone-cards.  Some  will  have  handphones  but  will  not 
know  their  own  numbers. 

A  KM  thinks  that  every  local  woman  who  walks  down  Little 
India  is  available  for  a  fee  and  approach  them  to  ask  how 
much.  They  also  ogle  at  women  in  the  SBS  buses  as  they 
pass  along  to  work  in  their  packed  pick-up  vehicles  and  lor- 
ries. They  stare  at  local  women,  irrespective  of  race  unabash- 
edly and  rub  their  bodies  with  women  in  crowded  public  buses. 
Some  of  them  refuse  to  sit  and  stand  for  hours  solely  for  this 
pleasure  only. 

One  can  identify  KM  territory.  It  is  often  market  with  used  news- 
papers, plastic  bags  with  unfinished  food  packets.  They  also 
mark  their  territory  by  urinating  at  every  possible  landmark 
leaving  a  pungent  smell  of  urine  and  vomit.  They  also  patronise 
the  seedy  fly  by  night  Indian  wine  shops  in  Little  India.  These 
shops  sell  cheap  whiskey  and  brandy  served  by  old  but  bold 
Chinese  women  with  sagging  tits  and  inch-thick  make-up.  I 
could  elaborate  more  but  these  would  suffice. 

When  the  Chinese  boss  shortchanges  them  in  their  salary, 
they  would  go  to  the  manpower  ministry  to  complain.  As  they 
come  out  with  their  lawyer,  I  would  wait  for  them  outside  the 
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ministry.  Their  lawyer  is  a  short  Indian  guy.  He  is  known  for 
instigating  the  Indian  workers  to  complain  against  their  Chi- 
nese bosses.  The  lawyer  will  be  holding  the  complainant's  hand 
and  coming  out.  I  will  walk  straight  to  the  complainant  and  pull 
his  hand  off  and  drag  him  to  my  car. 

That's  it.  My  men  will  strip  the  Indian  worker.  Pour  ice-water 
over  him  and  switch  on  the  air-con  full  blast.  We  will  have  an 
overnight  festival,  whacking  him  for  blowing  the  whistle  on  our 
Chinese  boss. 

The  Indian  worker  will  be  singing  Aiyo\  Amma  (mother)!  Appa 
(father)!  Anney  (elder  brother)!  Ennaik  Konnudaatheenga 
(don't  kill  me)!  Kaappaathunga  (save  me)!  It  will  be  music  to 
my  ears  man.  Happiness  man.  I  will  be  steaming  man. 

Next  morning,  we  will  take  him  straight  to  Changi  airport  and 
put  him  on  a  SQ  flight  to  Chennai.  My  men  will  not  leave  the 
airport  until  it  is  confirmed  that  he  had  departed.  I  don't  hit 
people  anyhow  okay. 

This  unskilled  Indian  dog  was  actually  having  an  affair  with  a 
local  bitch.  So  he  planned  to  marry  her  and  stay  forever  in 
Singapore.  He  ran  away  from  the  worksite  and  lodged  a  com- 
plaint against  my  Chinese  boss. 

He  thought  he  could  extend  his  stay  here  and  also  make  some 
money  out  of  my  boss.  But  too  bad.  I  don't  understand  this 
local  bitch.  What  did  she  find  in  the  foreign  worker?  They  end 
up  banging  their  boobs  after  the  foreign  workers  fuck  and  dis- 
appear. 

No  wonder  the  Chinese  boss  is  harsh  with  this  foreign  dogs.  I 
have  personally  seen  these  workers  bothering  my  boss.  Boss! 
Got  extra  work?  Give  me  extra  work  boss.  Don't  give  that  man 
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extra  work  boss.  Chinese  boss  will  laugh.  Hey  blackie!  You 
want  extra?  Come  here!  Here  take  extra  work.  He  will  kick 
them  like  football.  Extra!  Extra!  [He  kicks  around  like  his  Chi- 
nese boss.]  Here  take  extra.  [Laughs.]  I  am  here  at  this  flat  to 
dispense  extra  kicks  to  another  runaway  dog.  He  must  be 
hiding  in  his  relative's  rental  flat.  This  bounty  has  a  higher 
price.  $4000.  He  has  lots  of  evidence  against  his  Singapore 
Indian  boss.  KBH  is  going  to  get  you. 

[He  exits  and  sits  on  the  lower  level  of  the  pedestal.  The  Her- 
mit speaks.] 

HERMIT  II 

25  July  1983.  I  was  watching.  An  unruly  crowd  stopped  the 
bus  right  in  the  middle  of  the  road..  Some  thugs  entered  the 
bus  to  check  on  the  passengers.  Is  there  any  Tamil  dog  in  this 
bus?  They  shouted  at  the  driver. 

Driver  turned  and  looked  to  ferret  out  any  Tamil  dog.  He  smiled 
and  pointed  to  a  respectable  old  lady.  One  of  them  spat  on  the 
auspicious  saffron  on  her  forehead  and  wiped  it  off.  One  fat 
thug  broke  a  bottle  and  shoved  it  into  her  stomach.  She 
screamed. 

Other  passengers  scampered  out  of  the  bus.  I  also  ran  out  to 
watch  the  performance.  They  pushed  her  through  the  bus  win- 
dow. She  dropped  headlong  on  to  the  burning  tarmac.  The 
crowd  transformed  into  a  mob.  It  clapped  and  laughed.  The 
lady  rolled  in  agony.  A  Tamil  dog's  blood  was  flowing. 

Someone  poured  petrol  on  her.  Total  strangers  who  were  just 
ordinary  civilians  a  while  ago,  took  out  their  matchboxes.  Ev- 
eryone struck  their  matches  and  threw  it  on  the  lady.  It  was  a 
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bonfire.  The  mob  squealed  with  glee  and  sang  their  national- 
istic songs.  Some  Buddhist  monks  were  passing  by.  The  mob 
waved  at  them.  The  monks  waved  back. 

I  stood  there  until  the  entertainment  was  over.  I  started  blab- 
bering and  walked  aimlessly.  Thambi  (brother)!  Ennaik 
kaappaatthu  (save  me)!  That  lady's  piercing  scream.  Would  I 
have  saved  her  if  she  was  my  Amma  (mother)? 

On  my  way  home,  I  saw  another  mob  dragging  two  little  girls 
by  their  hair.  They  were  sisters.  The  eldest  was  about  eigh- 
teen and  the  younger  one  eleven.  I  ran  into  my  house  and 
peeped  through  the  closed  window  panel.  They  threw  the  girls 
in  my  courtyard.  They  were  discussing  the  fate  of  those  girls. 

Suddenly,  one  thug  took  out  a  machete  and  slashed  the 
younger  girl  blindly.  Flesh  and  blood  was  scattering.  The  help- 
less girl  screamed,  Akka  (elder  sister)  Akka\  The  mob  laughed. 

The  elder  girl  was  on  her  knees.  She  begged  the  attacker  to 
stop  butchering  her  younger  sister.  Another  thug  swung  an 
axe  and  in  a  flash  decapitated  the  younger  girls  head.  The 
head  rolled  and  stopped  in  front  of  my  main  door.  The  two 
bulging  eyes  in  that  head  stared  at  me. 

The  eyes  asked.  Why?  Why?  Why?  The  elder  girl  was  quiet. 
She  had  lost  her  mind.  They  removed  her  clothes.  Twenty  of 
them  took  turns  to  rape  her.  They  timed  each  rapist  and 
laughed.  The  mob  spat  on  her.  They  poured  petrol  on  her 
naked  body.  She  did  not  scream  during  the  immolation. 

But  she  watched  my  window  ...  my  eyes  as  her  flesh  melted. 
The  empty  sockets  of  her  skull  were  still  watching  my  eyes. 
What  would  I  have  done  if  she  was  my  sister?  What  would  I 
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have  done? 

9  September  1990.  7  pm.  We  were  kept  in  the  army  camp. 
Four  masked  men  identified  me  and  three  others.  The  sol- 
diers tied  our  hands  behind  and  brought  us  to  a  cashew  tree 
about  50  metres  away  from  the  camp.  There  was  a  large  pit 
measuring  20  feet  wide  by  5  feet  deep  in  front  of  the  tree.  I 
counted  twenty-five  soldiers  in  the  moonlight.  There  were  long 
swords  and  wooden  clubs  in  their  hands. 

The  soldiers  stuffed  our  mouths  with  rags  and  pushed  us  to 
the  edge  of  the  pit.  Someone  clubbed  me.  The  soldiers  swung 
their  swords  and  clubs.  We  had  no  chance.  They  cut  us  down. 
We  were  stabbed  and  pushed  into  the  pit.  The  other  three 
were  dead.  They  were  lying  on  me.  I  was  still  breathing.  I  was 
watching. 

The  soldiers  brought  two  naked  pregnant  women.  They  sliced 
off  their  breasts,  and  dug  out  the  foetus.  Both  bodies  and  foe- 
tus fell  into  the  pit.  Again  there  were  two  naked  teenage  girls. 
The  soldiers  filled  the  girls  mouth  with  sand  and  took  turns  to 
rape  them.  They  too  lost  their  breasts  and  breath  and  rolled 
into  the  pit. 

I  tasted  blood  trickling  into  my  mouth.  It  was  from  a  foetus 
with  its  umbilical  cord  lying  next  to  me.  The  soldiers  went  back 
to  their  camp.  I  crawled  out  and  hid  in  a  bush.  Few  soldiers 
came  back.  They  threw  rubber  tyres  into  the  pit  and  lit  the 
flame.  The  fire  raged  till  3  am  in  the  morning.  Then  they  filled 
the  pit  with  soil  to  destroy  the  evidence. 

I  ran  into  the  jungle.  Naked  pregnant  woman.  Without  two 
breasts.  Disemboweled.  Foetus  hanging  out.  Throat  cut.  Voice- 
less to  express  pain.  Frozen  in  shock.  Can  anyone  erase  the 
images?  Forget  the  images?  That  was  my  wife.  That  was  my 
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unborn  child. 

1 2  November  1 996.  A  ten  year  old  girl  came  crying  along  the 
road.  Her  school  uniform  was  torn  to  shreds.  She  had  no 
clothes  to  cover  her  modesty  below  the  waist.  There  was  blood 
streaming  on  her  thighs.  She  staggered  and  struggled  to  walk. 
What  happened? 

I  rushed  to  her  and  carried  her  in  my  arms.  She  sobbed.  Six 
soldiers  were  watching  us  from  their  checkpoint.  I  carried  her 
to  the  camp  commandant.  When  we  cannot  get  big  holes,  we 
satisfy  ourselves  with  small  holes.  In  war,  this  is  normal. 

I  argued.  You  are  a  school  principal.  So  what?  We  have  to  kill 
time  and  we  also  need  entertainment.  She  is  lucky.  We  didn't 
put  her  in  sack  and  throw  into  the  river.  Nothing  new.  There 
are  more  girls  floating  in  the  river  with  their  school  uniform. 

Why  do  you  want  to  educate  them?  What  are  they  going  to 
achieve?  You  dogs  want  independence?  Then  this  is  the  due. 
Anyway  we  have  done  you  dogs  a  favour.  We  have  decided 
to  rupture  all  your  bitches'  hymens  before  they  attain  puberty. 
The  penetration  will  always  remind  your  women  the  power  of 
our  race.  He  laughed  and  waved  me  off. 

I  looked  at  the  small  statue  of  Buddha  on  his  table.  I  could  not 
forget  that  statue.  Every  night,  the  statue  appears  in  my 
dreams.  It  smiles  but  blood  is  flowing  from  its  lips. 

TOYOL  (IMP) 

[The  messenger  beats  the  gong.  He  receives  the  black  magic 
woman  with  a  golden  parasol  and  leaves  her  near  the  lift  lobby 
-  centre-stage.  She  goes  into  trance.  Laughs.] 
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First,  abduct  a  pregnant  woman  writhing  in  delivery-pain.  Tie 
her  hands  and  legs  and  place  her  in  a  spread-eagled  position. 
When  she  delivers  her  firstborn,  especially  when  the  head  of 
the  baby  emerges  between  her  legs,  just  pluck  it  off  with  your 
hands.  And  place  the  blood-dripping  tiny  head  on  a  plate,  burn 
Sambiraani  (frankincense)  for  fragrant  smoke,  chant  the  ap- 
propriate mantra,  and  then  ask  the  head  what  you  want  to 
know. 

The  head  will  open  its  eyes  wide  and  start  speaking.  The  Jinn 
and  other  available  evil  spirits  would  enter  through  the  head 
to  communicate  with  you.  They  will  provide  whatever  you  de- 
mand. The  head  becomes  your  powerful  channel  to  the  nether 
world. 

You  must  keep  the  head  safely  to  enslave  the  soul  of  that 
baby  forever.  The  soul  will  be  at  your  service  and  complete  all 
tasks  without  fail.  Have  you  ever  wondered  how  the  Bomohs 
(Malay  Shaman)  and  other  magicians  become  rich?  Yes.  All 
of  them  possess  such  heads.  They  keep  terrifying  souls  and 
ghosts  under  their  thumb. 

If  I  had  such  a  magic  head,  I  would  order  it  to  find  out  why  this 
damn  lift-door  refuses  to  open?  It  looks  like  I  won't  be  able  to 
do  what  I  came  for.  It  is  getting  late.  What  if  the  tenants  arrive 
early?  I  am  not  supposed  to  take  the  stairs.  He  cautioned  me 
against  climbing  up  the  flat  to  complete  my  task.  What  if  some 
other  spirit  is  guarding  the  tenant's  apartment  door? 

He  assured  me  that  the  tenant  does  not  have  any  guardian 
spirit.  But  in  case  there  is  one,  I  should  not  display  any  signs 
of  fear.  Otherwise  the  protecting  spirit  would  kill  me.  I  will  not 
leave  without  settling  the  score.  I  am  a  Killaadi  (trickster)  my- 
self. Bloody  pariah-dog.  I  think  he  doesn't  know  how  many 
people  have  suffered  from  my  black  magic  charms.  And  he 
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dares  to  send  the  Toyol  (Malay  imp)  to  my  house. 

How  do  you  think  I  became  the  Chairperson  of  the  IAG  (In- 
dian Activities  Group)  at  my  CC  (Community  Club)  so  easily? 

I  organised  a  sightseeing  tour  for  the  senior-citizens  of  my 
constitutency,  and  volunteered  to  sponsor  the  meals.  All  the 
Indian  members  of  the  IAG  came  and  ate  like  pigs.  I  prepared 
a  special  meal-packet  for  the  Thalaivar  (Chairman). 

That  same  night,  he  was  warded  at  the  hospital  for  chest  pain. 
Very  serious.  Doctors  took  X-ray  after  X-ray.  They  couldn't 
diagnose  anything.  Tfta/a/Varscreamed  in  agony.  I  visited  him. 
I  cried.  He  was  so  touched  that  he  appointed  me  as  the  new 
Chairperson  to  lead  the  group.  [Laughs.] 

Thanks  to  the  Malay  Bomoh  I  went  to  see  in  Pontian,  Johor. 
As  instructed,  I  squeezed  my  stained  sanitary  napkin  and 
poured  the  menstrual  blood  into  the  charm,  a  powdery  sub- 
stance he  had  given.  I  then  mixed  the  holy  paste  with  the  curry 
and  rice  I  had  specially  prepared  for  him  during  the  outing. 
The  idiot  found  the  meal  delicious.  He  is  still  bedridden  and 
cannot  attend  meetings.  The  committee  has  accepted  my  lead- 
ership. 

Often  the  Tamil  radio  airs  my  interviews  about  the  social  ac- 
tivities I  organise  for  the  Indian  community.  And  this  pariah- 
dog  dares  to  challenge  an  established  personality  like  me. 
You  sent  me  a  Toyol?  You  just  wait  and  see  what  is  going  to 
happen  to  you. 

The  bloody  Toyol  has  terrorised  my  home  for  the  past  one 
week.  This  fellow  is  my  sister's  office  colleague.  He  has  at- 
tended our  family  functions  before.  He  has  an  eye  for  me. 
Bloody  dark  bastard.  Neck  and  mouth  are  off-tangent.  Looks 
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like  a  mutant  ninja  turtle.  He  moved  like  a  brother  to  my  sister. 
But  I  was  his  target. 

One  day,  my  sister  had  accidentally  stepped  on  some  Chi- 
nese offerings  for  the  dead  kept  along  the  road.  She  became 
sick.  He  told  her  that  she  was  possessed  by  an  evil  spirit  and 
took  her  to  an  old  Malay  lady's  flower-shop  at  Geylang  Serai 
market. 

The  Malay  lady  had  the  ability  to  buang  (dispose)  such  evil 
spirits.  She  gave  my  sister  some  balsam  flowers,  yellow  flow- 
ers, orchids,  roses  and  also  a  lime  fruit  which  had  scales  like 
a  snake.  The  old  lady  had  already  peeled  the  snakeskin  of  the 
fruits  and  they  appeared  like  lime.  My  sister  brought  the  stuff 
home  and  kept  it  in  the  fridge.  She  failed  to  inform  me  about 
the  fruit  and  flowers. 

I  took  a  fruit  and  some  flowers  to  the  prayer  altar,  lit  the 
Oothuvatthi  (Indian  joss-sticks)  and  prayed.  My  sister  came 
back  late  and  used  the  remaining  fruits  and  flowers  to  take  a 
flower-bath  to  cast-off  the  evil  spirit  and  bad-luck.  It  was  past 
midnight.  Both  of  us  were  fast  asleep. 

Suddenly,  someone  pulled  our  long  hair  and  we  both  woke 
up.  It  was  a  hard  pull  and  we  screamed.  I  heard  someone 
giggling.  I  saw  something  standing  near  the  door.  I  peered.  In 
that  dim  light,  I  spotted  a  Toyol. 

It  was  rolling  with  laughter.  It  darted  around  the  room  like 
Speedy  Gonzales  in  the  cartoon.  It  was  about  below  two  feet 
in  height.  Had  a  big  head.  Thin  body.  Long  hair.  Green  com- 
plexion. It  smiled  like  a  child  for  a  moment  and  then  changed 
into  an  old  wicked  person,  like  a  changeling.  It  jumped  around 
and  taunted  us. 
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My  sister  was  absolutely  shocked  and  scared.  I  moved  for- 
ward to  catch  it.  It  just  vanished.  I  came  out  to  the  hall.  The 
television  was  on.  Channel  5.  Two  thin  legs  were  swinging  on 
the  tv  screen.  It  was  sitting  on  top  of  the  tv  with  a  glee.  Its  big 
round  eyes  were  glowing  like  a  Lemur's. 

I  stepped  forward  and  it  started  zooming  off  here  and  there.  It 
was  super  fast  for  me.  I  switched  off  the  tv.  Closed  the  bed- 
room door.  Started  reciting  the  Kanthar  Sashti  Kavasam 
(prayer  verses  in  praise  of  Lord  Muruga)  ...  Kaakka  Kaakka 
Kanakavel  Kaakka  (May  the  goldenspear  of  Lord  Muruga  pro- 
tect me)...  and  dozed  off. 

[Screams]  Aaa!  The  Toyol  had  pinched  me  on  my  thigh.  I 
opened  my  eyes.  It  was  standing  at  my  feet.  Get  lost!  I  shouted 
at  it.  It  stood  there  making  faces  and  laughing.  The  whole 
situation  was  bizarre.  My  sister  was  wide  awake.  She  was 
afraid  to  sleep.  She  was  crying. 

While  I  was  asleep  the  Toyol  had  pulled  her  hair  and  toes, 
pinched,  roared  into  her  ears  and  tickled  her  soles.  I  screamed. 
'You  better  get  lost.  You  evil  shit.  Who  sent  you  here?  You 
better  go  back  to  that  person.  Otherwise  I  will  trap  you.'  It 
shouted  back.  '  I  will  not  leave  you.  I  like  you.'  It  jumped  up 
and  down  and  sniggered.  We  were  stunned.  I  couldn't  believe 
it. 

The  Malay  Toyol  spoke  perfect  crispy  Tamil.  'Hey!  This  is  my 
house  now.  I  will  never  leave  this  house.  I  will  never  leave 
you.  I  like  you.  Hehehe!'  I  went  to  the  kitchen  and  took  an 
handful  of  Paasip  Payiru  (green  beans).  I  scattered  the  Paasip 
Payiru  in  the  hall.  The  Toyol  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  I  got 
back  to  my  bed  to  sleep. 

Awhile  later,  I  could  hear  some  movement  in  the  hall.  I  crept 
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slowly  to  the  hall  and  peeped.  The  Toyol  was  sitting  on  the 
floor  with  its  legs  stretched.  It  was  picking  the  Paasip  Payiru 
and  playing.  It  didn't  disturb  us. 

At  work,  I  called  my  friend  and  asked  for  help.  She  recounted 
her  experience  with  a  Toyol.  Someone  who  didn't  like  her  family 
had  sent  a  Toyol  to  her  house. 

The  Toyol  started  stealing  cash,  only  dollar  notes  as  Toyofs 
don't  touch  metal.  Her  father  called  for  a  Bomoh  cum  healer 
who  practised  white  magic. 

The  Bomoh  brought  a  black  cat.  He  placed  a  bowl  of  milk 
inside  the  flat  near  the  main  door  and  released  the  black  cat 
from  outside. 

The  cat  simply  refused  to  enter  her  house  to  drink  the  milk.  It 
meowed  and  ran  back.  The  Bomoh  then  confirmed  that  there 
was  an  evil  spirit  in  the  house  as  his  cat  did  not  budge. 

The  Bomoh  put  single  eggs  in  the  four  corners  of  the  house. 
After  chanting  for  a  while,  he  broke  the  four  eggs. 

There  was  rusty  iron  particles  in  the  egg-yolk  of  all  four  eggs. 
One  of  the  eggs  had  a  needle,  rusty  nails  and  black  sesame 
seeds. 

The  Bomoh  sat  in  the  hall  and  started  praying.  My  friend's 
family  spotted  a  nail  on  the  Bomoh's  scalp.  They  asked  the 
Bomoh  about  the  nail  embedded  on  his  head.  He  laughed. 

The  evil  spirits  and  demonic  forces  always  fly  in  a  parallel 
motion  at  an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees.  When  there  is  an 
opportunity  to  possess  human  beings  those  evil  forces  would 
easily  slide  into  the  head  of  human  beings  to  possess  them. 
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And  forty-five  degrees  is  a  convenient  angle  to  enter.  So  the 
Bomohs  usually  chant  and  seal  the  passageway  on  their  heads 
with  a  nail. 

Don't  worry.  There  is  no  pain.  It  protects  me  from  the  evil  forces 
that  I  exorcise.' 

He  showed  Saambraaniand  continued  praying.  He  summoned 
his  personal  ToyolXo  apprehend  the  Toyol at  my  friend's  place. 
The  nasty  Toyol  was  caught. 

Later,  he  summoned  a  Jinn  under  his  control  and  spoke  to  it 
in  some  incomprehensible  language.  He  took  his  Kris.  He 
punched  the  floor  with  his  fist.  The  whole  house  shook.  In- 
credible. It  was  a  highrise  HDB  (Housing  Development  Board) 
flat. 

He  stuffed  the  Toyol  into  a  small  bottle  and  sealed  it.  The 
Toyol  appeared  like  a  puff  of  white  smoke  in  the  bottle.  He 
took  it  away  for  disposal.  He  had  also  identified  the  sender. 

Who  else?  One  of  my  firiend's  envious  relatives.  Whenever 
her  mum  cooked,  the  Toyol  would  pull  out  the  plates  and  smash 
them.  It  would  also  switch  on  the  lights  and  other  electric  ap- 
pliances beside  the  regular  pulling  of  hair  and  pinching. 

The  funny  thing  is,  a  Toyol  would  only  disturb  the  females.  It 
will  not  touch  the  males.  Bloody  coward. 

The  same  evening  all  of  us  left  to  Malacca  to  attend  the  fu- 
neral of  a  close  relative.  I  had  no  time  to  get  a  Bomoh  to  get 
rid  of  the  Toyol.  We  decided  to  clear  the  Toyol  on  our  return.  I 
hoped  the  Toyol  would  leave  on  its  own  as  there  was  nobody 
at  home  to  bully. 
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About  three  days  later,  we  stopped  at  Kulai  to  visit  our  uncle 
at  Ayer  Bembang.  It  was  2  am.  My  aunt  and  I  were  talking.  I 
told  her  about  the  Toyol. 

My  aunt's  body  started  shaking.  She  is  a  very  religious  person 
and  often  goes  into  trance.  Her  family  had  built  a  mini-temple 
outside  the  house  for  the  Mathurai  Veeran  deity.  Theirs  is  a 
holy  place. 

She  shouted.  'Someone  has  come  with  you.  Why  did  you  bring 
that  dirt  here?'  She  started  to  sway  and  dance. 

Everyone  woke  up.  My  uncle  lit  the  camphor  and  bit  the  lime 
to  cool  her  down.  But  my  aunt  went  into  a  frenzy  and  caught 
the  hair  of  my  sister  and  shook  her  hard. 

'Hey!  Why  did  you  bring  that  thing  here?  It  has  come  together 
with  you.  When  you  reach  Singapore,  go  straight  to  the 
Mathurai  Veeran  deity  and  pray  to  him.  You  must  do  it.  This  is 
my  order.  Understand?  Do  you  understand?' 

My  uncle  rubbed  the  lime  on  my  sister's  head.  Meanwhile  my 
aunt  came  out  of  the  trance  and  fainted.  They  questioned  my 
sister.  She  apologised  to  my  aunt  and  uncle  for  not  telling 
them  about  the  Toyofs  presence  in  their  house. 

The  Toyol  had  disturbed  her  the  previous  night.  It  had  pulled 
her  hair  and  boasted  to  her.  '  Hehehe...  You  see!  I  have  fol- 
lowed you.  I  will  not  let  you  go.'  What  arrogance?  The  Toyol 
had  travelled  in  our  car  to  Malaysia.  And  it  had  no  passport. 

My  aunt  prayed  and  smeared  my  sister's  forehead  with  Viboothi 
(holy  ash).  My  sister  felt  better.  The  Toyol  disappeared. 
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We  returned  back  to  Singapore  and  offered  prayers  to 
Madhurai  Veeran  deity.  There  was  no  sign  of  the  Toyol  any- 
more. Probably,  it  must  be  stuck  in  Kulai  for  eternity. 

The  cause  of  all  these  trouble  is  the  mutant  ninja  turtle  col- 
league of  my  sister.  I  wanted  to  teach  him  an  unforgettable 
lesson. 

I  went  to  the  Cameron  Highlands  to  seek  the  assistance  of  a 
powerful  Orang  Asli  (native)  Bomoh.  I  passed  the  Bomoh,  a 
strand  of  the  mutant  ninja  turtle's  hair. 

My  sister  had  managed  to  get  it  from  his  office  chair.  I  also 
gave  his  photo.  I  paid  the  Bomoh  extra  to  make  the  mutant 
ninja  turtle  go  mad  and  jump  down  from  his  flat. 

The  bastard  would  start  to  hear  voices  and  gradually  driven 
by  madness  to  commit  suicide.  The  evil  spirits  would  brain- 
wash him  to  jump  down.  No  western  trained  medical  doctors 
can  save  his  soul.  They  can  only  prescribe  pills  for  Schizo- 
phrenia. 

All  I  need  to  do  now  is  to  put  this  Pilli  Sooniyam  (black  magic) 
stuff  outside  his  door.  When  he  opens  the  door  it  will  slap  him. 

There  is  no  remedy  for  OrangAslfs  black  magic.  You  cannot 
revert  it  to  the  sender  either.  It  will  be  too  late  to  do  that.  Be- 
cause you  won't  be  breathing  by  then. 

I  have  to  really  thank  my  aunt  for  identifying  the  sender  of  the 
Toyol. 

What  is  happening  to  this  lift?  Hello!  Is  there  a  Toyo/ in  the  lift? 

[She  exits  and  sits  on  the  lower  level  of  the  pedestal.] 
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MISSION  HANG  TUAH 

[A  Mat-motor  clad  in  black  leather  jacket  rides  a  motorbike 
into  acting  space.  He  parks  his  bike,  approaches  the  lift  and 
depresses  the  lift-button.  On  realising  that  the  lift  is  not  work- 
ing takes  out  his  golden  Kris  and  airs  his  frustration  in  stylised 
Silat  (Malay  martial  art)  movement] 

Kalaujumpa  Keling  sama  ular,  buno  sama  Keling  dulu. 

When  you  see  a  Keling  and  a  snake,  kill  the  Keling  first. 

If  you  think  I  am  a  racist,  no  problem  man.  Everyone  is  a 
racist  to  some  extent.  Racism  is  two  kind  -  public  and  private. 

I  am  Hang  Tuah.  The  famous  Laksamana  (commander)  from 
the  great  Sultanate  of  Melaka.  I  served  the  last  Sultan  of 
Melaka,  Sultan  Mahmud  Shah.  The  last  Sultan  ...  the  last  Sul- 
tan. 

I  believe  in  loyalty.  Unquestionable  loyalty  to  the  authority.  This 
lift  has  no  loyalty.  No  respect  for  authority.  That's  why  it  re- 
fuses to  open. 

Utang  emas  dapat  di-bayar,  Utang  budi  di-bawa  mati. 

Debts  in  gold  may  be  settled  by  payment. 

Debts  in  knowledge  are  only  absolvable  by  death. 

AD  1025.  Rajendra  Chulan  raided  the  Srivijaya  empire.  At- 
tacked Kedah.  King  Samgrama  Vijaya  Tunga  Varman  was 
captured  with  his  soldiers  and  elephants.  The  capital  was 
sacked. 

State  treasure  and  the  royal  elephant  were  carried  off  to  India. 
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The  kingdoms  of  Tambralinga,  Takkola,  Lankasuka  and 
Mayirudingam  were  destroyed.  For  what?  For  what?  For  what? 
Raja  Chulan  did  not  stay  to  rule  what?  For  fun  is  it? 

I  am  also  a  warrior.  When  I  do  something  there  is  a  reason 
man.  I  walked  into  the  Straits  of  Malacca  and  disappeared 
after  throwing  away  my  Kris. 

Now  I  am  back.  To  catch  the  Ular  ...  snake,  Keling  Naina 
Chetty,  the  merchant.  He  is  living  in  this  flat.  Do  you  know 
him?  Don't  know?  Know  me?  Don't  know?  Bodoh  (stupid). 

When  Sultan  Mahmud  Shah  asks  me  'Do  you  know?'  ,  I'll 
reply  'Yes!'  even  if  I  don't  know.  Because...  to  survive...  you 
must  know  three  things  -  'Bedek,  Bodek  or  Cheridek...  lie, 
carry  balls  or  be  clever. 

When  the  Sultan  asked  me  to  bring  Princess  Tun  Teja,  the 
most  beautiful  daughter  of  Seri  Amar  Bangsa  Diraja  - 
Bendahara  of  Pahang,  I  did  not  say  it  was  wrong. 

She  was  already  engaged  to  someone.  I  used  Hang  Nadim  to 
bribe  her  masseuse  and  the  gate-keeper  and  entered  her  room. 
I  carried  her. 

She  cried  and  cried.  I  said,  'Don't  cry  baby  ...  don't  cry  ... 
tomorrow  going  to  be  fine  ...',  but  the  Sultan  did  not  make  her 
the  Queen.  He  kept  her  as  his  consort,  like  spare-tyre-lah. 

When  Sultan  ran  away  from  Malacca  to  Bertam  in  Johor  with 
his  family,  he  did  not  take  her  along.  She  grew  old  and  died  in 
Merlimau,  cursing  me  forever.  I  cannot  feel  sorry  for  anything. 
I  am  a  loyal  soldier. 

The  Sultan  wanted  to  kill  me.  So  my  best  friend  Hang  Jebat 
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challenged  him.  Hang  Jebat  had  also  potong-jalan  (cross-cut) 
the  Sultan's  girlfriends.  Sultan  was  very  angry. 

Hang  Jebat  had  committed  Derhaka.  I  mean  treason.  Sultan 
did  not  investigate  the  complaint  against  me.  So  Hang  Jebat 
had  every  right  to  be  angry  as  my  friend.  But  he  had  no  right 
to  challenge  authority.  He  also  had  my  magic  Kris. 

The  Sultan  let  me  live,  and  asked  me  to  kill  Hang  Jebat.  I  took 
the  job.  I  was  very  proud.  See...  the  Sultan  knew  my  impor- 
tance. I  greeted  my  friend,  'Jebat  you  traitor!' 

Hang  Jebat  said,  Laksamana,  it  is  because  of  you  that  I  have 
defied  the  Sultan.'  I  said,  'If  your  sin  had  been  something  else 
you  would  not  have  to  die.  It  is  better  to  die  with  a  good  name 
then  to  live  with  a  bad  name.  Die  traitor!'  When  I  do  some- 
thing, there  is  a  reason  man.  I  believe  in  loyalty.  Unquestion- 
able loyalty  to  the  authority. 

1 1  September  1 509.  Portuguese  sailor  Diogo  Lopes  de  Sequira 
came  to  Melaka  with  five  ships  for  business.  The  Farangi 
(Europeans)  were  attacked  by  Sultan  Mahmud  Shah's  men 
and  arrested. 

Naina  Chetty,  the  Keling  merchant  established  contact  with 
the  Portuguese  prisoners.  Naina  Chetty  brainstormed  with  the 
Sultan.  He  asked  for  their  release.  He  helped  the  Portuguese 
to  send  secret  message  to  Alfonso  de  Albuquerque,  the  Por- 
tuguese Governor  General  of  India  in  Goa. 

24  August  1511.  Albuquerque  attacked  Malacca  with  500  non- 
muslim  Indian  mercenaries  and  captured  Malacca.  Naina 
Chetty  already  informed  him  about  Malacca  situation. 

All  the  Hindu  Keling  merchants  and  even  the  Chinese,  includ- 
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ing  five  Chinese  Junks  in  the  harbour  helped  Albuquerque  to 
win  the  war.  The  last  Sultan  of  Melaka  sudah  lari ...  ran  away. 
He  never  returned. 

Albuquerque  executed  Timuta  Raja,  the  chief  of  the  Muslim 
merchants  and  made  Naina  Chetty  the  Bendahara,  the  cap- 
tain of  the  Kelings.  Naina  Chetty  helped  Albuquerque  to  do 
business  and  he  also  grew  rich. 

Albuquerque  demolished  the  Sultan's  palace  and  the  Mosque 
with  the  help  of  the  Kelings  and  built  the  A  Famosa  (The  Fa- 
mous) fortress  in  stone. 

He  forced  a  labour  of  1 ,500  humba  raja,  royal  slaves  of  the 
Sultan  to  build  the  fortress.  Naina  Chetty  advised  him  to  use 
the  stones  from  the  Malay  religious  buildings  and  open  the 
stone  quarry  on  the  hill  destroying  the  royal  graves  of  former 
Malay  Sultans.  The  Moors  and  Gujarati  businessmen  ran  away. 

Naina  Chetty  became  very  famous  in  Kampong  Keling  but 
unpopular  with  the  Malays  in  the  following  three  years.  But  he 
was  also  cheating  the  Portuguese.  The  Portuguese  deposed 
him  in  1 51 4,  by  the  time  the  royal  confirmation  of  his  appoint- 
ment arrived.  They  appointed  the  King  of  Campar,  the  son-in- 
law  of  the  last  Sultan  of  Malacca  as  Bendahara. 

Keling  Naina  Chetty  lost  face.  He  committed  suicide  by  burn- 
ing himself  on  a  pile  of  wood  after  delivering  a  solemn  speech 
to  the  people. 

The  Batak  slaves  he  loaned  to  the  Portuguese,  the  money  he 
lent  to  the  people  ...  all  gone.  Only  the  Batak  slave  women  he 
kept  in  his  inn  carried  his  children  to  continue  the  Malacca 
Chetty  community. 
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One  Keling  helped  to  destroy  the  Malacca  Sultanate.  That's 
why  there  is  no  Sultan  for  Malacca  today.  I  have  been  hunting 
for  Naina  Chetty's  soul  for  the  past  five  centuries.  Now,  I  catch 
him  in  Singapore. 

Traitor.  Hiding  in  the  lift  for  what?  I  want  your  head  Keling 
Naina  Chetty.  I  want  to  stab  it  with  my  Kris  until  it  melts  in  it. 
Only  then  can  I  rest  in  peace.  Bring  me  the  head  of  Keling 
Naina  Chetty.  I  have  to  prove  my  loyalty. 

Jikalau  sebesar  tempurang  sekalipun  negeri  namanya. 
Territory  is  territory  even  if  it  is  only  the  size  of  a  coconut  shell. 

[Hang  Tuah  runs  amok  with  his  Keris.  He  exits  and  sits  on  the 
lower  level  of  the  pedestal.] 


DOGFART 

[The  messenger  beats  the  gong.  He  receives  the  Boss  and 
his  Dog  with  a  golden  parasol  and  leaves  them  near  the  lift 
lobby  -  centre-stage.] 

Boss:  Why-ah?  What  happened  to  the  lift-ah.  Going  up.  Go- 
ing down.  But  never  stop.  Door  never  open  some  more. 
Don't  know-leh.  You  all-ah  waiting  for  the  lift-ah?  Why 
nobody  want  to  answer-ah.  Cannot  talk-ah?  God  give 
you  mouth  for  what?  No  courtesy-ah?  Kanneena\ 

Dog:     Boss. 

Boss:  What?  You  know  is  it?  You  so  smart  is  it?  You  better 
than  these  people  is  it? 
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Dog:     Yes  Boss! 

Boss:  What?  Okay  tell  me  [canes  the  dog] . . .  tell  me  . . .  busy- 
body ...  tell  me  ... 

Dog:  Yes  Boss!  Beat  me  some  more  Boss.  Please  beat  me 
Boss.  Beat  me.  Oh  It  is  so  nice  Boss. 

Boss:   Now  tell  me. 

Dog:  You  are  so  good  to  me  Boss.  Let  me  lick  you  Boss.  Oh 
thank  you  Boss.  Boss  . . .  this  people  are  waiting  for  the 
lift.  The  lift  is  going  up  and  down  the  flat.  The  lift  is  not 
opening.  There  is  someone  inside  the  lift.  If  he  decides 
to  come  out,  the  lift  door  will  open. 

Boss:  Wahlau  ...  you  so  clever.  How  come-ah?  How  come? 

Dog:  Boss.  My  God  got  three  eyes  you  know.  So  I  also  got  a 
third  eye.  I  can  see  something  without  seeing  anything. 

Boss:   Good  dog.  Good  Dog. 

Dog:  Kam  Siah  Kam  Siah...  [Boss  kicks  the  dog]  Aiyoyol 
Xie  Xie  Ni. 

Boss:  Yes.  Speak  Mandarin  okay.  No  dialect.  Right  or  not 
Goul 

Dog:    Yes  Boss. 

Boss:  Hey  Gou\  Can  you  ask  this  people  how  long  they  are 
waiting  or  not.  I  think-ah  ...  they  are  scared  of  me  you 
know.  That's  why-ah  they  don't  want  to  reply.  Go  on  . . . 
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ask  them. 

Dog:  Boss!  You  are  asking  for  trouble  man.  You  want  me  to 
speak  to  these  people.  See  what  happens.  My  Dear 
Tamil  People.  What  are  you  waiting  for?  How  long  have 
you  been  waiting?  What's  the  point  of  waiting  when 
nothing  happens?  Why  can't  you  all  walk  up  the  stairs? 
God  gave  you  two  legs  to  walk.  Unlike  me.  I  was  given 
four  legs  to  run.  Since  time  immemorial  you  people 
have  not  changed.  You  have  not  bothered  to  use  your 
brain.  Did  God  put  your  brain  in  your  head  or  your  bot- 
tom? 

All:  Oh  My  God.  Can  you  believe  it?  Amazing!  The  dog 
speaks  pure  Tamil.  This  Dog  must  be  God's  incarna- 
tion. It  must  have  received  the  blessing  of  God. 

We  have  so  many  Gods.  Which  particular  God  spat  on 
your  tongue  to  bless  you  to  speak  Tamil?  Please  tell 
us. 

In  which  temple?  In  which  holy  place?  In  which  holy 
river?  In  which  holy  hill?  Did  God  spit  on  your  tongue 
or  any  special  part  of  the  body? 

We  want  to  speak  pure  Tamil.  The  great  Tamil  of  our 
great  kings  -  Chera,  Chola  and  Pandian.  The  Tamil  of 
the  Sangam  period  -  the  first,  second  and  last  Sangam. 

We  need  someone  like  you  to  speak  pure  Tamil  for  our 
radio,  television,  parliament  and  the  Tamil  Language 
Month. 

You  can  teach  tuition  or  not?  How  much  do  you  charge? 
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Got  special  discount  or  not?  Of  course  you  won't 
charge.  You  are  a  Tamil  dog.  A  Tamil  will  not  charge 
another  Tamil. 

A  Tamil  will  not  cheat  another  Tamil.  You  will  teach  us 
free  right. 

How  come  you  are  with  a  Chinaman?  Be  careful!  The 
Chinese  like  to  eat  dogs.  [To  the  Boss]  You  vegetarian 
or  non-vegetarian-ah? 

Boss:  Hey!  Stop!  What  is  this-ah?  Why  you  all  talk  so  much 
ah?  My  dog  asked  only  one  question  what? 

All:  Where  got?  You  gave  it  power  to  ask  one  question? 
But  it  gave  us  a  lecture  you  know.  You  don't  know  ah? 
It  may  be  your  dog.  But  it  is  still  a  Tamil  dog. 

Tamil  got  247  alphabets  you  know.  Got  two  R-eh,  got 
three  L,  got  two  N  you  know.  How  dare  you  accuse  us 
of  talking  so  much. 

Hey  Ah-beng-ah  your  dog  got  licence  or  not?  Talking 
dog  cannot  be  private  property  you  know.  It  must  be- 
long to  the  government.  Some  more-ah,  how  come  you 
are  keeping  such  a  big  dog  in  this  HDB  flat-ah?  Wait 
we  complain  to  the  RC-ah...  you  sure  kena  you  know. 

Boss:  Alamatt  How  to  keep  these  kaypohs  quiet-ah?  I  Can- 
not tahan  anymore  man!  I  surrender  man.  I  give  up 
man. 

Dog:  [Howls]  Boss!  Talk  about  my  past  glory.  It  will  keep  them 
occupied. 
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Boss:  Excuse  me-ah.  Good  evening-ah.  Can  you  please  give 
me  chance  to  talk-ah?  Okay-ah  okay-ah!  I  don't  live 
here.  I  came  to  see  my  friend. 

Dog:     [Howls] Talk  about  me. 

Boss:  This  dog-ah.  From  Lemuria  you  know.  Lemuria  is  the 
lost  Tamil  continent  off  the  southern  tip  of  India.  Lemuria 
was  part  of  the  Gwandanaland  which  connected  Aus- 
tralia and  South  Antartica  and  Africa...  and  what  ah? 
That's  all.  Last  year,  I  went  for  the  South  Antartica  tour 
from  Australia.  Down  there-ah,  we  found  a  Orlulu  - 
Oh  you  don't  know  Hokkien  -  very  black  dog. 

Dog:     No  dialect  please. 

Boss:  Yes  !  Hei  Guo\  In  Mandarin-ah!  Black  Dog!  Frozen  in 
the  glacier.  We  took  it  back  and  sold  it  to  an  American 
scientist.  He  make  this  dog  from  the  genes  of  the  fro- 
zen dog.  The  scientist-ah,  very  good  man.  He  gave 
me  this  dog  as  angpow  (gift)  you  know.  Some  more  - 
ah  this  dog  can  talk  Tamil  you  know.  Everyday-ah  he 
listen  to  what  station-ah  ... 

Dog:     Oli  96.8! 

Boss:  ...  and  learn  to  speak  Tamil  so  fast  you  know.  That's 
why-ah  I  got  give  him  a  walkman.  I  take  care  you  know. 
I  not  racist.  This  dog-ah  very  funny  you  know.  What  is 
your  name-ah? 

Dog :     [Sings]  Jaalilo  Gymkhana. 

Boss:  Very  funny  very  funny.. .[claps]  some  more  some 
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more... 

Dog:     Can  you  bark?  Do  you  know  how  to  bark'? 

All:       [They  bark.] 

Dog:  Known  and  the  unknown!  I  know  how  to  eat.  And  I  know 
how  it  becomes  shit.  But  I  don't  know  how  the  fly  comes 
to  sit  on  my  shit.  Do  you  know  how? 

Boss:  Very  funny.  He  very  clever  you  know.  I  bring  him  to  The 
Singapore  Story-ah.  He  very  happy.  Hey  Hei  Guo-ah 
tell  them  what  you  told  me  at  The  Singapore  Story-ah. 

Dog:     You  mean  the  truth? 

Boss:  I  swear-ah.  Sometime-ah  he  got  come  out  with  brilliant 
idea.  He  tell  me-ah  that  he  got  inspiration-ah  after  see- 
ing the  Indian  putting  flower-ah  garland  -ah  for  the  Chi- 
nese friend-ah  and  some  more  put  Roti  Prata  okay.  He 
ask  me  where  got  merlion  in  Southeast  Asia.  Where 
got  Singa  in  Singapore.  Only  the  zoo  what.  Why  you 
use  salah  name?  I  human  being-ah.  I  kena  jam  you 
know. 

Dog:  Yes  Boss.  We  are  pragmatic  people.  Just  take  out  the 
G  in  Singapore.  It  becomes  Sinapore  or  Cinapore.  All 
can  be  happy. 

Boss:  Shiok  or  not?  Got  competition-ah  this  idea-ah  sure  win 
one-mah.  Let  me  tell  you  one  more  story.  I  told  him  to 
go  to  Woodlands  to  buy  durian  for  me.  He  came  back 
and  said  no  durian.  But  he  some  more  said-ah,  he  got 
see  people  selling  durian  in  BukitTimah.  I  ask  him-ah. 
Why  you  never  buy  from  Bukit  Timah.  On  your  way 
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what. 

Dog:    Boss!  You  never  ask  me  to  buy  from  Bukit  Timah  what. 

Boss:  Kaneena.  I  scolded  him  until  he  can  die  you  know.  So 
stupid. 

Dog:  Yes  Boss.  Never  wake  up  my  idea.  No  imagination.  No 
vision.  Right  Boss. 

Boss:  Exactly! 

Dog:  If  I  buy  the  durian  at  Bukit  Timah,  you  will  praise  me. 
You  will  say  that  I  got  initiative.  Right  Boss? 

Boss:  Yeah-lah  yeah-lah. 

Dog:     But  that  means  I  am  clever  already. 

Boss:   How  can  I  keep  you  if  you  are  'cleverest'  than  me. 

Dog:  Boss.  I  know  what  you  are  thinking.  Slaves  who  think 
for  themselves  are  dangerous.  And  they  should  con- 
sider themselves  lucky  if  they  can  stay  alive.  But  I  am 
stupid.  I  am  happy  to  be  stupid.  I  love  to  be  stupid.  I 
like  to  follow  you.  Because  ... 

Boss:   Because  what  ? 

Dog:  [Breaks  into  a  popular  Tamil  cinema  song]  You  are, 
you  are  number  one  ...  I  am,  I  am;  number  two. 

Boss:  His  favourite  song.  He  sing  so  good.  That's  why-ah  I 
come  here  to  buy  a  house  for  him  in  this  flat.  This  flat- 
ah  only  Indian  eligible.  I  use  him  to  buy-lor.  But  he  want 
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to  see  the  house.  Sueh-ah  ...  this  lift  never  open  door. 
How  can  like  this.  Not  fair.  Hei  Guo-ah...  can  singsong 
to  open  the  lift  door  like  the  Mamak-c\nern.a. 

[Dog  sniffs  and  raises  its  hind  leg  to  piss  on  the  lift  door  to 
mark  its  territory.  It  howls  and  then  sings  Munneru  Vaaliba 
(Forward  O  Youth.)  The  lift  door  opens.  Dog  starts  to  bark  on 
seeing  the  Hermit  coming  out  of  the  lift.  Hermit  yells.  Dog 
hides  behind  Boss.  Hermit  jumps  from  his  pedestal  and  crawls 
towards  downstage.  Hermit  speaks.] 

HERMIT  III 

I  was  watching.  She  returned  my  glance.  There  was  sorrow 
and  pain  in  her  eyes.  There  were  sores  on  her  back  and  thighs. 
Pus  was  dripping  from  those  sores.  The  sweet  stench  of  gan- 
grene was  in  the  air. 

It  was  tiring  to  turn  her  over  and  clean  the  pus.  Besides  the 
pus  there  was  the  smell  of  urine  and  shit.  She  couldn't  get  up. 
She  screamed  when  I  touched  her.  Pain.  Pain. 

I  couldn't  stroke  her  chest.  There  were  too  many  raw  sores  on 
her  chest.  They  have  cut  her  breasts.  Cancer.  Incurable  dis- 
ease. No  more  money  in  Medisave. 

My  eldest  son  who  drank  milk  from  this  breast  is  in  prison  for 
robbing  a  cab-driver.  My  second  son  who  drank  milk  from  this 
breast  has  become  an  alcoholic  after  his  wife  eioped  with  his 
best  friend. 

The  third,  my  daughter  who  drank  milk  from  this  breast  has 
left  me  because  I  did  not  give  her  money  when  I  got  my  CPF 
(Central  Provident  Fund).  She  has  changed  her  phone  number. 
It  is  unlisted  and  confidential.  I  don't  know  her  whereabouts. 
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She  has  vowed  to  step  into  this  flat  only  after  the  death  of  my 
wife,  her  mother. 

The  fourth  son,  is  mentally  disabled.  He  would  roam  around 
the  neighbourhood.  The  police  have  arrested  him  for  outrag- 
ing the  modesty  of  some  primary  school  girls.  They  have  put 
him  in  some  home.  I  have  not  seen  him  for  ages. 

I  have  been  surviving  on  financial  assistance  from  welfare.  I 
have  not  paid  the  utilities  bill  and  conservancy  charges  for 
months.  No  electricity.  They  have  not  cut  the  water.  It  seeps 
now. 

I  don't  have  any  savings  or  CPF  to  buy  this  flat  either.  I  am 
diabetic.  Survived  two  heart-attacks.  No  money  for  by-pass 
operation. 

I  cannot  find  work.  If  I  go  to  work,  there  is  no  one  to  look  after 
her.  She  is  bedridden.  There  are  still  some  kind  souls  in  this 
flat.  They  often  give  us  food. 

All  my  friends  who  lived  in  this  flat  are  dead.  This  flat  is  like  a 
death-house. 

For  the  past  one  week,  I  have  refused  to  open  my  door.  I  can 
hear  voices  complaining  that  a  foul  smell  is  coming  from  my 
flat. 

I  couldn't  carry  her.  But  I  managed  to  wipe  her  with  wet  towel. 
I  powdered  her  face.  Combed  her  hair.  When  I  combed  some 
flesh  came  out  with  her  hair. 

I  covered  her  with  her  wedding  Saree.  I  lit  the  incense  sticks 
and  put  the  oil  lamp  near  her  head.  I  sat  next  to  her.  I  watched 
her.  Waited  for  a  week.  But  she  has  not  spoken  to  me.  Today, 
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a  maggot  crawled  out  of  her  eyeball. 

I  lifted  her  Saree  to  look  at  her  chest.  Ah  ...  all  those  fond 
memories  of  lying  on  her  chest  were  shattered  by  the  mag- 
gots. 

I  started  to  count  the  maggots.  I  cried.  Her  tongue  shot  out  of 
her  mouth  and  licked  me  with  love.  She  spoke  to  me. 

"Dear.  You  don't  have  the  strength  to  carry  me  to  bury  or  cre- 
mate. Don't  waste  my  time.  Go  away!" 

"Dear!  Are  you  in  heaven  or  hell  now?" 

"You  really  want  to  know?  Okay!  Raise  the  Saree  up  my  thighs 
and  look  for  yourself." 

I  raised  the  Saree.  Maggots  were  dropping  out  of  her  vagina. 
I  couldn't  take  it  anymore.  I  came  and  sat  in  this  lift.  There 
were  too  many  voices  screaming  into  my  ears. 

The  lift  spoke  to  me.  It  wanted  to  protect  me.  It  stopped  open- 
ing its  door  for  others.  I  shared  my  woes  with  this  lift.  So  many 
are  waiting  for  the  lift. 

I  have  closed  the  windows  and  opened  the  gas  tank  in  my  flat. 
The  oil  lamp  will  ignite  and  cremate  her  in  a  while.  Would  they 
arrest  me  for  using  the  pillow  on  her  face  to  end  her  misery? 
Tell  me! 

[All  those  who  wait  at  the  lift  lobby  encircle  the  old  man  with 
wooden  broom  sticks.  They  knock  on  the  floor  in  rhythm  and 
stab  him  to  death  in  a  stylised  movement.  Lights  fade-out. 
The  old  man  screams  BERJAYA  (victory).] 
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[Lights  fade-in.  Old  man's  body  is  below  the  pedestal.  Dog 
sits  on  the  pedestal  with  an  inverted  broomstick.  Dog's  right 
leg  is  on  the  old  man's  body.  Dog's  tongue  is  hanging  out. 
Messenger  approaches  Dog.  He  prays  to  Dog.] 

Messenger:         Dog!  You  have  become  God!  I  have  a 

question  for  you.  Is  this  really  our  country? 

[He  repeats  the  question  in  Mandarin,  Malay  and  Tamil.  He 
then  turns  to  the  audience.] 

Dog:  [Runs  to  centre-stage  in  a  frenzy  and 

shouts]  Dey!  Is  this  really  our  country? 
Tell  me-da  dey!  /HowlsJ 

Messenger:         [Places  the  index  finger  on  his  pursed  lips 
and  warns]  Usssh!. 

[Lights  fade  out] 
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Anthology  of  Poetry  (2000).  He  was  one  of  the  literary  editors  of:  SINGA 
-  the  journal  of  literature  and  the  arts  in  Singapore,  from  1990  to  1993 
and  1 997  to  1 998,  The  Fiction  of  Singapore,  Words  For  The  25th  and 
Voices  4  (1995). 

He  has  represented  Singapore  in  the  2nd  Asian  Poetry  Festival,  Dhaka, 
Bangladesh,  1989,  3rd  &  4th  Southeast  Asian  Writers'  Conferences  in 
Singapore,  1987  and  Philippines,  1990,  3rd  World  Poetry  Reading, 
Malaysia,  1990,  and  1st  ASEAN  Writers'  Conference  /  Workshop,  Ma- 
laysia, 1992,  and  was  a  member  of  the  first  multilingual  literary 
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Standard  Bank  National  Arts  Festival,  Grahamstown,  South  Africa,  Jul 
1 996,  and  given  a  staged  reading  in  the  Typhoon  III  Festival  in  Jun  2004 
and  a  rehearsed  reading  at  the  Birmingham  Repertory  Theatre  in  Oct 
2004,  by  the  Yellow  Earth  Theatre  Company  of  London,  UK,  and  P(SHIT) 
was  staged  by  Teater  Ekamatra,  a  leading  Malay  theatre  group  in 
Singapore,  Mar  2006. 

Since  1991 ,  he  has  written,  adapted,  transcreated  and  directed  numer- 
ous plays  for  Agni  Kootthu  (Theatre  of  Fire),  a  prominent  bilingual  ex- 
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